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TRANSVESTIA is dedicated to the needs of those heterosexual persons 
who have become aware of their “‘other side” and seek to express it. 
The magazine provides — 


EDUCATION — ENTERTAINMENT — EXPRESSION 
to help its readers achieve — 
UNDERSTANDING —- SELF ACCEPTANCE — PEACE OF MIND 


in place of the loneliness, fear and self condemnation they have known 
for too long. 


TRANSVESTIA does not condemn nor judge the fields of homosexu- 
ality, bondage, domination or fetishism. These are left to others to 
develop. They are not part of the areas of interest of this magazine. 


TRANSVESTIA seeks to gather information and to disseminate it to 
interested persons in the medical, legal counseling and scientific pro- 
fessions to further their knowledge about this little understood field. 
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THE COVER SYMBOL 


The symbol on the cover expresses the philosophy of this publication. 
The head, divided diagonally, represents our two sides — mind (Wisdom) 
and face (Beauty). 


The lateral curving line portrays the ancient Chinese duality of the 
“Yang” (masculinity) and the “Yin” (femininity) — the two aspects of 
human nature. 


The total symbolism indicates the wholeness of a human being — not 
all masculine — mind and reason, abstract and unseen — and not all 
feminine — beauty, desirability, and appearance, but rather an integra- 
tion of both. 
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From the Gospel According to St. Thomas. 
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: THE NIGHTWATCHMAN 


ee Sharon Anne 5-H-25 FPE 


Harry Tilden parked his aging Ford sedan in the familiar spot, got 
the brown leather satchel out of the trunk, and walked across the rain 
spattered parking lot to the shipping and receiving entrance at the back 
of Thayer and Company’s downtown store. He took his card from the 
rack and punched in at 4:58 p.m. It was a rainy Saturday afternoon and 
upstairs they were closing the store for the weekend. Harry found the 
maintenance man, Fred Schulman, changing clothes in the office 
shared by the maintenance and security staffs at the rear of the receiving 
area in the basement of the square block large, six story, department 
store. 


“How’s it going Harry?” 


“Hello Fred,” Harry returned, putting his leather setchel into a 
cabinet and removing his coat. 


“Still raining out?” Fred wanted to know, 


“No, it stopped about a half hour ago. Some storm though — lots 
of lightning out by us.” 


Fred looked concerned. “Wonder if any of it hit the rods on the roof?” 
“Isn’t it supposed to hit them?” Harry asked. 


““Yeah, well about five years ago it hit the alarm system instead of 
the rods and blew out the alarms. Old Gregory was about to go nuts.” 


“Well, they say it never strikes twice,” Harry reassured him. 
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“I should go up there on six and check but I’m not going to.” 
Fred had his raincoat on and was ready to leave. 


“Well, I'll check the roof on my first round,” Harry told him. “Any 
messages from Gregory?” 


“Yeah, I almost “orgot. There’s a message for you on the desk. Some 
skylight is broken u on six. We’re going to fix it Monday.” 


Harry locked the steel outside door when Fred was gone and returned 
to the desk to find Gregory’s note. Mr. Gregory was the head of 
Thayer & Company's maintenance and security staffs. He worked 
weekdays and always regular hours so Harry never saw him but he 
frequently got messages from the man telling him to watch or check 
various things around the building. From what Fred told him Gregory 
was a regular worrywart. The note Fred had mentioned said there was 
a cracked window in the skylights on six. Gregory wanted him to make 
a special check on it. 


Harry’s first tour of the building would start at 7:00 p.m. and end at 
8:30 p.m. Then about 9:00 p.m. he would let the crew of janitors and 
cleaning personnel out at the Fourth Avenue entrance. After that he 
was to be alone in the darkened. deserted building until 6:30 a.m. the 
following morning. Harry had been the nightwatchman at Thayer and 
Company for about a year. It was a good job for a retired man if you 
didn't mind working nights and weekends. Harry didn’t mind and, in 
fact, preferred the arrangement. The reason for Harry’s agreeableness 
was a rather unusual one. Being the nightwatchman at Thayer Company 
afforded Harry a unique opportunity to practice a secret avocation he 
had pursued for some forty years unknown to anyone including his 
family. It wasn’t anything he was particularly ashamed of mind you, 
but it was best under the circumstances that no one knew of his great 
interest in women’s clothing and the art of wearing it or of his ability 
to impersonate women. Not in the least inclined toward homosexuality, 
Harry was a true transvestite who had practiced the art of female 
impersonation since childhood. As a long distance truck driver for 
twenty-five years Harry had found plenty of opportunities to indulge 
the feminine side of his personality on the road in every corner of the 
country, Now as a retired teamster on a comfortable but not magnificent 
pension he supplemented his income and pursued his hobby as well by 
working the weekend watch at Thayer’s. 


3 


[Rasvestia 


So far the arrangement had worked perfectly. During the week Harry 
enjoyed his retirement. He did quite a bit of fishing and hunting. Often 
he was content just to work around the house or in his garden. Some- 
times he and Martha would take short trips. Their only son was finish- 
ing up an overseas tour in the Army. Then on the weekends Harry had 
the entire Thayer store and its contents to himself from 9:00 p.m. on 
Saturday when the janitorial personnel left until Monday morning. He 
could dress as he pleased in women’s attire most of the weekend. The 
schedule of inspection tours kept him busy and awake Saturday and 
Sunday nights. If he wanted to sleep it had to be done during the day 
on Sunday when the tours were scheduled six hours apart. The living 
quarters were not elaborate but they were adequate. There was a bunk 
and a shower at the rear of the maintenance and security office. An old 
refrigerator in the office was kept stocked with food provisions and 
there was a hotplate to warm things up if need be. Harry was a light 
eater, however, and usually brought enough of his own sandwiches to 
last until Monday morning. 


Following his retirement as a truck driver Harry had stumbled on the 
Thayer job in the want ads. The possibility of working as a night- 
watchman appealed to him immediately. He liked the independence from 
supervision that it offered and the possibility that he could set his 
femininity free for a day or so each week without fear of exposure 
intrigued him. He took the job. That was almost a year ago and he had 
never regretted the decision. There were better paying jobs with better 
hours perhaps. That was what his wife could not understand. Why 
anyone would want to work on the weekends at a job that kept you awake 
all night was beyond her comprehension. But she loved him and what- 
ever he wanted was all that counted as far as Martha was concerned. 
Harry had told her he wanted to work at night because he was used to 
it. All those nights he had spent highballing trucks across the country 
had put it in his blood. In a way it was hard for him not to tell her the 
complete truth. He had a great impulse then to tell Martha all about 
himself now that he was retired but somehow he couldn’t bring himself 
to do it. So he took the Thayer job and after the first month not a week 
passed when Harry failed to practice his crossdressing while on duty 
as the Thayer Company’s nightwatchman. 


After his first tour of the building on Saturday and after the depar- 
ture of the janitors and scrubwomen Harry would collect the various 
items he required from the huge store’s stockrooms and counters and, 
retiring to the beauty salon area on the fourth floor, proceed to bring 
forth a surprisingly attractive middleaged lady whom he referred to 
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appropriately enough as Harriet. The transition from Harry to Harriet 
generally required about two hours. After that there were short tours 
of the building to be completed at midnight and again at 2:00, 4:00, and 
6:00 a.m. In between tours Harriet could do what she hked and the 
building offered numerous possibilities. One could try on dresses ad 
infinitum in five different departments on three different floors. Or you 
could try on ladies’ hats to your heart’s content. At the beauty salon 
wig and hairpiece counter you could be a blonde, a redhead, or what- 
ever shade struck your fancy or suited your costume that evening. Then 
there was the lingerie department and the foundation bar if you cared 
for that sort of thing. The shoe department on two was another fun 
place to go. Jewelery and other accessories were readily available. If 
you had the time you could experiment with cosmetics and perfumes 
from the store samples at the huge counter on the first floor. If sheer 
luxury tempted you there was the bridal shop or the nearby collection 
of evening gowns and formal wear, not to mention the fur coats and 
stoles of every description on four. But if simply trying on clothes bored 
you there were other things to do. One could watch the late show on 
color television sets in the home furnishings department on six. Or you 
could play secretary and go to the accounting offices on two and type 
up letters to Harry’s son in the Army. Or sometimes when the urge was 
felt you could go to sporting goods in the basement on the other side of 
shipping and receiving and shoot a game of pool. 


The lack of company wore a little thin sometimes but like most 
transvestites Harry found his primary satisfaction in just wearing 
women’s clothing and behaving and thinking as a woman for a few 
hours. The various things he could do inside the store were icing on the 
cake. One activity Harry enjoyed particularly was takirg pictures of 
Harriet dressed in various costumes. He had purchased a fine Polaroid 
camera for this purpose and kept it together with a supply of film and 
other accessories in a steel locker in the maintenance and security office. 
With an automatic selftiming device he had collected quite an album of 
snapshots of Harriet in the past year and was very proud of them. 
Harriet never appeared in the same outfit twice so wide was the selec- 
tion of costumes available ta attract her interest. The picture album 
depicted Harriet in outfits ranging from ski togs to evening gowns and 
all were in the height of fashion. She could be seen in a multitude of 
poses in an endless variety of s¢ttings taken in virtually every comcr of 
the store. Sometimes Harry achieved a rather comic cffect by adding 
dress mannequins to the scenes. 
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While indulging his interest in women’s clothing and activities freely 
Harry was aware that his job carried certain responsibilities. Also the 
borrowing of clothing and accessories for Harriet had to be done with 
some caution. From the beginning there were certain rules which he 
followed to the letter as he pursued his employment and cross-dressing 
simultaneously. As nightwatchman he was responsible for the security 
of the entire building. The first tour on Saturday was the most important 
and took more time. It must be made thoroughly and carefully to see 

that every door that should be was properly locked. The only windows 
in the building were on the first floor and these must be checked. The 
first tour normally required an hour and a half. Subsequent tours could 
be completed in a half hour. The temptation was great to just forget 
those later tours. But Harry never did. He played it by the book. With no 
one checking on him he could neglect those tours or shorten them and 
no one would ever be the wiser. But his truck driving years had taught 
him the value of doing a job the way it should be done. He had never 
missed a scheduled tour in the year he had worked for Thayer. He was 
proud of that fact. What difference did it make he told himself how he 
was dressed as long as he did the job properly. Harriet was as capable 
of spotting things as Harry. The main concern was to look for fires or 
fire hazards or breaks in the plumbing or problems like that. The 
company did require him to carry a .38 caliber pistol but as far as he 

* knew there had not been a break-in or burglary at the store for fifteen 
years and no one expected one. 


When dressed as Harriet it was necessary to stay away from the six 
large glass door entrances to the building on the first floor lest anyone 
passing on the street chance to glance into the darkened department 
store and see a woman instead of a watchman wandering around. 
Otherwise Harriet could have the run of the building. Out of habit and 
convenience Harry always kept the master keys, a flashlight, and his 
unloaded .38 caliber pistol with two clips of ammunition with him 
wherever he went in the store while dressed. Uusually he carried these 
items in a large handbag or purse appropriate for His costume of the 
night. 


The cardinal rule was to replace any item of merchandise which 
Harriet used back into its drawer or on its hanger or counter in exactly 
the same way he had found it. He had become quite an expert at remov- 
ing price tags and other labels and replacing them. He was extremely 
careful not to dirty or damage any clothing he wore. If lingerie items 
became soiled there was generally time to hand wish and dry them be- 
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ture returning them to their proper place. He acquired a great facility 
for memorizing the location and position of articles. It was likely that 
the store’s manager did not know the female apparel merchandise in 
the various departments as well as his weekend nightwatchman. In the 
year he had worked at Thayer’s Harry had become intimate with every 
nook, cranny, and rack of clothing in the store. 


He was horrified one Saturday night when an expensive nylon peig- 
noir gown Harriet was wearing snagged on a metal railing and ripped 
beyond repair. After considerable thought Harry decided that it was 
only fair to buy the gown. But, how was he to accomplish this without 
betraying his secret? He had found the gown on a dress mannequin 
in the lingerie department. Before Monday morning he replaced it with 
an identical gown from the stockroom, took the damaged peignoir and 
destroyed it, and returned to the store that same morning to buy the 
identical gown ostensibly for his wife. The following Saturday night he 
returned his purchase to the stockroom. The damaged gown was paid 
for and the next inventory would not reflect a missing gown. 


The first tour that Saturday night was fairly routine. Even the 
people in accounting on two had remembered to lock their inner 
office doors. His first task was to check the alarm controls. The master 
switch was in a small closet-like room not far from the maintenance 
and security office in the basement. A glowing red light in the power 
box told him that the system was on and working. It was an electronic 
system that covered all of the windows and doors to the outside. If 
anyone smashed a window on the first floor or jimmied a door or lock 
in the big store the police would be instantaneously alerted. Harry 
would also be alerted no matter where he was in the store at the time. 
Any violation of the alarm system activated a radio transmitter which 
then signalled to a small battery operated receiver in the maintenance 
and security office and to another identical receiver that Harry carried 
clipped to his belt or that Harriet kept in her purse. To break into 
Thayer and Company without tripping that alarm system you would 
have to come through the walls. In the year he had worked as night- 
watchman Harry had never heard that transmitter beep except. during 
tests which he conducted once a month or so whenever Gregory left a 
message about it. 


Working his way up through the building he arrived eventually on 
the sixth floor. Harry remembered the cracked skylight. There were 
only four skylights on the building and the cracked one was in the 
northwest corner over the home furnishings stockroom. There was a 
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diagonal crack in one of the large panes and when Harry put his flash- 
light on it he could see some water seeping in on the low side of the 
sloping structure and collecting around the edge of the frame. Some 
drops of water had already spilled over. It had begun to rain again. He 
could hear the sound of the water on the glass above and flashes of 
intermittent lightning lit up the dull opaque panes for seconds at a 
time. There was some expensive furniture underneath so Harry got 
some tarpaulins and threw them over the endangered merchandise. 
He looked at the crack again, pointing his flashlight into the gloom. 
What could have caused that glass to crack he wondered, knowing how 
thick it was and reinforced’ with whicken wire besides. Something 
pretty heavy must have hit it he concluded. 


On five Harry took a few minutes to examine a rack of dresses that 
he had not seen before in the ladies dress salon. They were imported 
Italian knits, three piece affairs in dark colors, and quite expensively 
priced. Going through the rack he found several in his size. They were 
very dressy and he liked their styling. Well, he would keep them in mind 
for later on. 


When he got back down to one the custodians were just finishing up 
around the entrances where the late shoppers had tracked in a lot of 
water and dirt from the rain. Harry knew most of the personnel and 
enjoyed talking with them as they worked. They were the last faces he 
would see until Monday morning. At the Fifth Avenue entrance Harry 
found one of his favorite people, an elderly custodian named Parker 
Cauldwell, pushing a wet mop across the tile floor. 


“Here come the fuzz,” Parker bantered at him. 


“Good evening Park,er” Harry said pleasantly. “Don’t you ever let 
up on that mop?” 


This remark elicited a laugh from Parker. “At least I don’t have to 
walk myself all over this big store.” 


Harry responded with a laugh but offered no comment. 


“Say,” Parker continued, “is that your old Ford out there back of 
shipping and receiving?” Harry told him it was. 


“T thought I saw you get out of that this afternoon. I park right 
across the street there you know — at Bell’s lot. What do you keep in that 
big brown bag?” 


[RANsvestia 


“Oh, that’s my sandwiches,” Harry told him. Harry had to squirm a 
bit because he kept some things besides his lunch locked up in that 
satchel and some of them were rather foreign to the nightwatchman’s 
trade. For example there was a lingerie bag containing about two dozen 
pair of nylon hose of various shades and types. It was impossible, of 
course, to borrow hose from the store and replace them in mint condi- 
tion. He also had a lot of his own makeup as it was often difficult to 
find good samples at the makeup counter on one and too inconvenient 
to carry makeup from one up to the beauty salon on four where he 
dressed. In addition to the hose and makeup he kept his picture album, 
some film, flashbulbs, and the latest copy of Transvestia, a magazine 
for people interested in crossdressing, in the satchel. 


Parker wasn’t satisfied with Harry’s answer, however. “Man, now 
that’s a lot of sandwiches you must have in there. You sure you ain't got 
some comfort in there to tide you over these rainy nights?” 


Harry had to let out a good chuckle. It was evident now what Parker 
was getting at. “No, no,” he assured his friend. “Gregory would have 
me fired in a minute if they caught me sneaking a bottle in here.” 


“Well, how’s he gonna know,” Parker wanted to hear. They con- 
tinued to chat in this vein until nearly quitting time when Parker 
and the other custodians left for the weekend. It was raining hard as he 
let them out at the Fourth Avenue entrance to catch the busses south. 
The thunder was crackling again and Harry could see lightning between 
the buildings across Fourth Avenue. 


Alone at last in the big store Harry felt the surge of desire within him 
to dress as a woman. He had been living with this desire most of his 
life. It seemed that he could not recall a time even in his childhood when 
the desire to crossdress had been entirely absent. How it began he could 
not say. He did know what it had become. It was a peculiar thing this 
transvestism. There was so much satisfaction and beauty in it and yet 
it seemed so _ ridiculous when viewed from other standpoints. The idea 
of a man getting all dolled up as a woman — it made him laugh some 
times just thinking of himself. In periods of self analysis and introspec- 
‘tion he sought to identify the source of his attraction but the question 
still begged for an answer. Earlier in his life he had read literally volumes 
on the subject and had even taken adult education courses in psychology 
in an attempt to understand the nature of this tormenting interest. Those 
were the days when each experience with crossdressing provoked a 
commensurate measure of guilt and erosion of his own self respect. But 
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his continuing study of the subject and some occasional contacts with 
others like himself had brought Harry to a state of relative self acceptance 
and peace of mind. Harry and Harriet now co-existed with a minimum of 
friction. One thing continually saddened him though. He hated the 
secrecy. In later years he had often wanted to share it with his wife. 
Others like him had confided in their wives without destroying their 
marriages. But Harry couldn't accept those arguments yet. Somehow he 
figured the contrast between old Harry. the hard-bitten. road-running 
truck driver and Harriet, the attractive, smartly dressed, middleaged 
lady would be too much for his Martha to take. And aside from that 
Harry couldn't see telling his grown son in the Army about it all at this 
late date. If he had known then what he knew now about himself and 
) transvestism Harry would have told Martha before they were married. 
But twenty-five years ago he didn’t even know the word transvestism. All 
he knew then was that he had this crazy thing about dressing himself up 
im feminine things. At least time and experience had given him some 
perspective on the problem. And if he did not understand his desires 
completely perhaps he understood them partially and now could even 
see some humor in the situation. “Harriet,” he mused to himself as he 
walked back to the maintenance and security office, “you're going to 
get yourself dressed. my dear. and guard this store with vour old .38 in 
your bra — the last of the red hot mamas.” And he whistled ‘Sweet 
Georgia Brown’ to himself as he went. 


Harriet could look very chic for a girl who had to start and finish with 
a body that belonged to a man. But she was more fortunate in this respect 
that many of her kind for while her other half was tar from effeminate in 
build or demeanor neither were there any obtrusively masculine char- 
acteristics to mar the impersonation. Harry’s trim one hundred and 
fifty pounds was evenly distributed on a medium frame that stood five 
fect nine inches in height. His shoulders were not too broad and the neck 
was fairly long and revealed no protruding adams apple. Harry’s legs 
were slim. muscular, and well shaped. and Harriet took a size nine 
shoe in women’s size. His hands were a shade large and somewhat 
bony and the wrists were thicker than he would have liked but these 
detects could be concealed eusily enough. Harry s best physical assets 
as far as Harriet was concerned were the fine, thin, facial features he 
had inherited from his Irish mother. In younger years he had boasted 
a head of thick red hair but that was thinning now and he was rapidly 
going to baldness. Thus good wigs and hairpieces were a necessity for 
Harriet. Ten years ago before he retired from the trucks Harry had 
initiated a program of electrolysis that had left his face smooth and free 
of any beard. But it was still necessary to shave his legs, underarms and 
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chest closely. The electrolysis was done on cross country trips by a 
hundred different operators in a hundred different cities. He told Martha 
he was having it done on doctor’s orders because his tender facial skin 
was severely irritated by razors. He was never sure whether she believed 
him. When he began to shave the hair from his legs and arms and told 
her it was because he was allergic to his own hair Martha had not said 
a word. He hated himself for telling Martha these two cockeyed lies 
about shaving but some excuse had to be made he reasoned or she might 
suspect his real motive. Over the years Martha had never voiced an 
objection and apparently accepted his reasons without question. 


Harry started the midnight tour at 11:30 p.m. That left him a full two 
and a half hours before the tour to dress Harriet, apply makeup, and 
put on whatever accessories were needed. He began gathering the items 
he wanted from the various departments. Tonight he had decided to 
dress Harriet in some of the best the store could offer. His last stop was 
the main dress department on five where he scrutinized the rack of new 
imported Italian knits more closely than before. Harriet usually took a 
size twelve and there were several nice numbers on the rack in that size. 
It was August and the fall styles and autumn colors were in vogue. After 
some indecision Harry finally selected one with a knife pleated skirt, 
the wide pleats starting from the waist. It was a light buff color and the 
hem was cut in a fashionable just-above-the-knee length. The sleeveless 
shell blouse in the same color featured a jewel neckline. The jacket was 
a smartly cut blazer affair with three-quarter length tapering sleeves. 
The jacket was done in a darker contrasting beige with a double row of 
large decorative buttons on the left in the lighter buff color. Satin fluting 
edged the low pockets on either side and ran around the hem of the 
jacket and up the lapels. Having selected a matching set of undergar- 
ments in a nude beige shade Harry had the basic ingredients of Harriet’s 
costume. The principal accessories could be added later as he made his 
way through the store on the midnight tour. He took the items, to the 
beauty salon on four and the transformation was ready to proceed. 


At the rear of the beauty salon area was a dressing room and bathroom 
with a shower. It was an ideal headquarters for Harriet’s escapades. 
Harry removed his blue nightwatchman’s uniform and hung it neatly on 
a clothing rack. After a shower and an application of fragrant cologne 
the ritual of dressing began in earnest. He stood before a triple full 
length mirror in the dressing room in order to watch each step in the 
latest rebirth of his feminine ego. One by one the garments he had 
selected would be put on. Step by step the image of Harriet would appear. 


12 


——____ 


JRansvestia 


Harriet’s identity was always buried until the clothing conjured her out 
and brought her to life. The identity was more — much more — than the 
clothing but it was the clothing that triggered the feminine side of the 
total personality. Each garment had its own meaning and made a 
contribution to the whole. What would seem routine and ordinary in 
the act of dressing to most women thus assumed a special meaning 
for Harry. Each part of the wardrobe had its own peculiar meaning 
and way of saying, “You are a woman.” 


First there were the nylon tricot panties. There was a quality of 
daintiness about this scanty intimate garment that intrigued him and 
brought a certain passivity to his mind. Barely sufficing to cover his sex 
the wispy fabric nevertheless seemed to demand gentleness and sensi- 
tivity. Sitting down he carefully rolled on a pair of sheer cantrece panty 
hose in a light beige tone and stretched the stockings as tightly as possible 
over his smooth-shaven limbs. The close, encasing, tautness of the nylon 
was like a second velvet skin. The hose lent a certain sense of luxury 
that he found very satisfying. Next, Harry wriggled into a long-legged 
panty style girdle. On the tummy was an oval powernet lace panel. The 
cuffs ended in wide bands of lace net. In view of the skirt he intended to 
wear Harry omitted any hip padding. The donning of the girdle was a 
milestone in the transformation process. The girdle played an obvious 
functional role, of course, but to a transvestite such as Harry, putting 
on a girdle had an immeasurable impact on the emotions as well. From 
the garment’s authoritative embrace sprang a multitude of feelings and 
attitudes which through some mysterious process translated into 
definitive feminine mannerisms. You walked a certain way. You sat a 
certain way. There was a certain discipline which the girdle imposed on 
your movements. And if you accepted it you adopted attitudes that you 
wouldn’t otherwise adopt and you thought about things in a way that 
was somehow different. It restrained your movement. Every movement 
of your torso brought a reminder of that restraint as the girdle pulled 
and tugged against your thighs. It seemed to say to you, “Be ladylike,” 
and suddenly you knew exactly what the word meant. It could be con- 
fining but it gave you a certain sense of confidence and security within 
yourself. You were self-aware and self-possessed. It was a foundation in 
more than one sense. Team it with hose and high heels and you were a 
woman. It was both the definition and the defined. It said to you on the 
one hand, “You are mine” and on the other, “I am yours.” It presented 
you to the world self-defined and self-contained. It gave you the right 
and confidence to be a lady. 
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Harriet’s feminine figure was completed with the aid of a brassiere, 
the cups of which were filled with special jelly-tilled plastic inserts that 
duplicated the weight and appearance of the female bosom. The jutting 
bust furnished an unqualified declaration of femininity. Now full- 
figured, Harriet donned a tricot slip. The hem and bosom were trimmed 
with bands of lace. The flimsy smoothness of this garment introduced 
a new element. The slight contact of the slip with hose, girdle, and 
brassiere brought a satisfying, if faint, rustle to Harry’s cars. The lace 
hem fell against his nyloned legs just below the edge of the girdle. 
Harriet was beginning to take definite shape but much remained to be 
done. 


Harry took the makeup case from his brown feather satchel and seated 
himself at a brightly lighted vanity table opposite the triple mirrors. The 
transformation of his face was a sometimes tedious procedure involving 
a full range of cosmetics. He had been experimenting with makeups 
for years. Each step in his makeup routine reflected a practised ex- 
pertise that would have done credit to any lady of fashion. Harriet 
took advantage of Harry’s naturally large eyes and emphasized them 
beautifully. When the makeup was done Harriet’s cheeks glowed with a 
warm matte finish hinting a blush of rouge. Her eyes sparkled in frames 
of sable brown, pencil-lined, long-lashed, amidst fading brown shad- 
owed lids. Her lips shown in a subdued peach, glossed with a trans- 
lucentcy and shaped in gentle curves. 


Wasting no time to admire the handiwork, Harriet donned the sleeve- 
less shell, the pleated skirt and the jacket. Leaving the dressing room 
momentarily she went to the counter at the front of the salon where the 
fashion wigs were kept. After rummaging through several boxes Harriet 
found the one she had in mind. It was a light brunette wig styled in a 
ruffled bob that clung close to the ears and neck and covered Harry's 
exposed forehead adequately. It would lend a certain look of sophistica- 
tion to her total look tonight. She put it on carefully, adjusted it, and 
combed it out until she was satisfied with the appearance of the woman's 
face that stared back at her from the mirror. Back in the dressing room 
Harriet stepped into a pair of classically styled brown alligator skin 
pumps with one and a half inch stacked heels. A matching handbag 
awaited her on the dressing table. The basic costume thus complete 
Harriet paused to inspect the results in the mirror before preparing for 
the midnight tour. If she had looked closely she would have seen the 
familiar smile of welcome from the lady in the mirror. It was indeed 
Harriet. 
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At 12:15 a.m. Sunday morning the second tour of the building was 
complete. Harriet returned to the maintenance and security office to 
lunch on a sandwich, hardboiled egg, and carton of milk. Her costume 
was embellished now with accessories that had been added on the mid- 
night tour through the store. Clipped to her earlobes and only partially 
visible through the curls on either side was a pair of golden band ear- 
rings. Around her neck was a necklace composed of many thin golden 
chains gathered at the nape with a golden clasp. On her left wrist was a 
delicate ladies wristwatch with golden setting and band. She wore wrist 
length brown kid leather gloves. Atop her coiffure was a sleek fur trimmed 
ladies fedora set at a slight angle. And across her shoulders was an ex- 
pensive mink stole. The sweet fragrance of an imported perfume followed 
wherever she went. 


Taking the sandwiches from the refrigerator Harriet seated herself 
on a straightbacked chair in front of the desk and prepared to eat 
Harry's humble repast. Sitting down required a calculated adjustment 
of her skirt so as not to muss the pleats. Harriet had to admit that she 
felt a litthe awkward and out of place sitting there in the maintenance 
und security office eating a nightwatchman’s lunch while dressed, 
coiffed, chapeaued, and be-stoled in the latest fashions. By all rights she 
should be out attending a club meeting or a fashion show. But such 
exciting activities were denied to Harriet so she took solace in dis- 
playing her femininity on the smaller rather obscure stage provided by 
the maintenance and security office. She perched primly on her chair, 
knees pressed together, legs turned under with ankles crossed, leaning 
slightly forward as she ate. She fingered the sandwich as if it were some 
chvice morsel taken from the fare served at a gala reception. When the 
brief repast was finished she retired to a nearby restroom to repair her 
lipstick. Her mannerisms and movements betrayed few if any signs of 
masculinity. Physically and mentally Harriet was completely absorbed 
in her nightly dream of femininity. The next day was hers to do as she 
pleased except for the inspection tours. The reappearance of Harry need 
not occur until 3:00 or 4:00 a.m. Monday morning. 


Harriet felt like doing some casual shopping so gathering up her 
gloves and purse she set out from the maintenance and security office 
for the upper floors. Ignoring the elevators she walked to the first 
floor via the auxiliary staircase. There was no point in taking chances 
on getting stuck in one of those elevators. Unless she was in a real hurry 
Harriet always avoided them and took the stairs or simply walked up 
the escalator shafts. In any case he preferred walking because there was 
a certain feminine awareness to be derived from negotiating stairways 
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or just walking in high heels and skirts that perhaps only transvestites 
knew and understood. The series of delicate balancing movements 
precipitated by the precarious heels, the subtle tug of the girdle, and the 
swirl and ripple of the skirt against the nylon clad legs were part of it. 
You carried your arms high and close to the body with your purse 
resting on your right forearm. The mannerisms and clothing combined 
to give Harriet a strong sense of her own feminine reality. She stepped 
smartly along in her heels, placing each foot precisely forward. It was 
neither a mince nor a shuffle but a well practiced ladylike gait. The 
aisles of the darkened store were lighted only by exit lights and a few 
permanently burning lights that made it possible to see almost every- 
thing dimly and well enough to get about without stumbling over things. 
As she walked along Harriet frequently viewed herself in the mirrors by 
by elevators or in the fitting areas. Or she watched the feminine out- 
lines of her shadow grow large before her feet as she walked along under 
some overhead light. Preoccupation with her own appearance was exag- 
. gerated by her loneliness and lack of friendly company. The constant 
visual affirmation of her separate feminine existence was a neccessary 
manifestation common to many transvestites that hid their activities from 
the world as Harriet did. 


The fur stole was adding a lot to the proceedings this evening. It was 
the first time Harriet had tried a stole and it was so interesting to arrange 
it in different ways around one’s shoulders. Harry very seldom bothered 
with the fur coats. Furs did not always go with your costume to begin 
with, but, aside from that, it meant extra work and time for Harry. One 
did not just walk into the fur department. There were two sets of doors to 
unlock, an electrically charged telescoping gate, and a separate alarm 
system to turn off before you could safely go in. Once the fur department 
was locked up Harry generally preferred to leave it alone. But this 
evening he had deviated from his usual rule to add a touch of luxury to 
Harriet’s costume. The trouble was the stole was making her a little warm 
and uncomfortable since the air conditioning in the building was off on 
the weekends. Harriet had been walking around the store in the stole for 
over an hour as if she were outside on a cool autumn day. Finally she 
decided to put the stole and fur fedora away and lock up the fur depart- 
ment for the weekend. She left the second floor where she had been 
trying on shoes and walked up the escalators to four where the fur 
department was located. Just as she had the mink back in its proper 
place the low menacing rumble of thunder carried through the walls of 
the building. Apparently the storm outside was getting violent. Perhaps 
there were tornadoes in the area. The sound of jet engines and sonic 
booms never carried through those walls. The clap of thunder that 
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Harriet had just heard must have been very close. 


It was then that she remembered the cracked skylight on six. Harry 
had neglected to look at it on the midnight tour. There might be some 
more water seeping in through that crack — perhaps too much for the 
tarpaulins beneath to absorb. He decided to check it immediately. 
Forgetting Harrict’s affairs for the moment Harry took his flashlight 
and leaving Harriet’s bulky purse on a table inside the fur department 
he walked with a sense of urgency to the nearby elevators. He was 
somewhat irritated with himself about overlooking the skylights earlier. 


The main elevators opened on six at a point on the opposite end of 
the building from where the home furnishings stockroom and skylight 
were located. As he walked down a broad aisle lined on either side with 
dining room sets Harry could hear the muttled sounds of the storm out- 
side. He had walked about one third of the building’s length when that 
instinctive chill that people get when they think they are alone and then 
sense someone’s nearby presence ran up his spine. It was an odd noise 
that triggered his awareness. He stopped dead in his tracks, switched off 
his flashlight and listened intently. 

In a building as large as Thayer and Company’s downtown store thet 
were a surprising number of unexplained noises during any given night. 
In his first month as a watchman Harry had found the job u little spooky. 
But diligent investigation of these “ghosts” had led to the conclusion 
that the source was the plumbing and the creaking masonry, expanding 
and contracting according to the weather outside and the heating and 
cooling system inside. Or occasionally a box or some other article 
would shift or fall unaccountably trom a shelf or counter. He had grown 
accustomed to these sounds and now only his subconscious mind heard 
them. But the noise he had just heard did not fit the usual category. It 
had sounded remarkably like a human voice. The sound was faint but 
had carried through the store’s length above the dulled far-off noises of 
the storm outside. As he listened he peered with fixed eyes through the 
dim light over a polished forest of tables, chairs, commodes, bookcases, 
and beds towards the opposite end of the floor at an exit light. The 
noise had come from somewhere in that vicinity. He listened for fully 
ten seconds — an apparent eternity — before he heard it again. 


There was no mistake the second time. The sound had the peculiar 
timbre of the human voice. The realization had paralyzing impact. 
Harry was not alone in the store. Somehow, someone had broken in 
through the roof — probably using the broken skylight. He stood poised 
on his toes in the aisle to get a better view, straining to see what his cars 
already confirmed. It was as if his eyes disbelieved what the ears had 


18 


SS 


Jransvesria 


plainly heard. His mind told him that he must see the unthought of, 
unheard of. unprepared for sight before it could be believed. It was as 
though those voices might be wandering around at night by themselves 
like so many disembodied orphaned spirits. He could hear at least two 
voices now and they were becoming louder. There was no mistake. The 
momentary confusion of senses and disbelief ended abruptly when two 
human figures and then a third appeared in the doorway of a stockroom 
dimly lit by a distant exit light. Burglars -— three of them. They were so 
far away Harry could see only the outlines of their figures. Their voices 
seemed to prow muffled as they huddled just beyond a side door to the 
stockroom, apparently holding a last minute strategy session, Evidently 
they were still wet from the rain for he could see all three of them making 
vigorous motions with some cloths in efforts to dry off. 


His mind was in a whirl all at once. Instinctively he moved out of the 
wide open aisle to a more concealed spot just behind a large oak china 
cabinet, Here he could still view the intruders and be free from imme- 
diate detection himself. He needed time to think — time to assess his 
position, Poor Harriet. In the rush of the crisis she was all but forgotten. 
But forgotten she could not be for Harry was wearing her clothes. A 
sense of desperation gripped him as the full impact of his plight crossed 
his mind. Here he was wearing women’s clothing with three burglars 
loose in the store. His pistol and his keys were two floors below in the 
fur department with the purse. And the fur department which contained 
some of the most valuable merchandise in the store was standing wide 
open waiting for the thieves. It occurred to him that the burglars must 
have triggered the alarm system if they came through that skylight. His / 
radio receiver, of course, was in the purse but he thought it was certain // 
that the alarm had alerted the police. He assumed they would be at the 
store in a matter of minutes. The police had the keys to the outside door 
of the maintenance and security office. It would take them a while to 
come up through the building but eventually they would find not only 
three burglars but a nightwatchman dressed Jike a PTA president. 
The prospect of being discovered in these circumstances was too ludi- 
crous to think about for the moment. The instinct for self preservation 
was stronger. The intruders might be armed and not knowing exactly 
what mischief they intended it was no unusual flight of fancy to imagine 
himself being shot or subjected to some other violence regardless of 
his costume should they discover him. No distinct plan of action came 
to mind but one thought remained uppermost. He must get back down 
to four and get his pistol and keys and close up the fur department as 
fast as possible without betraying his presence to the intruders. 
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To accomplish that he would have to take either the back stairway 
or the escalator. The elevator would make too much noise and light. 
On the other hand the escalator was located in the middle of the floor 
with a wide open illuminated area around the mouth. The back stairway 
was altogether too close to the burglars and there was a squeaky door 
to open to get to it. He would have to negotiate those two flights as best 
he could on the frozen steps of the escalator. There appeared to be no 
other safe way to get off the sixth floor and there was no time to lose now. 
One of the figures had already disappeared from the group. He guessed 
that the missing burglar had returned to the stockroom for something. 
In any event the trio gave every indication of preparing to move out to 
wherever it was they were going in the store. 


Harry moved out to the aisle again and crouched down. Ignoring 
Harriet’s skirts and slip Harry crawled on hands and knees toward the 
top of the escalator. After a few feet of crawling along the carpeted aisle 
it became apparent that Harriet’s high heels were going to be something 
of a hindrance. He quickly took them off and hid them under the up- 
holstery skirts of a nearby sofa. Continuing on, flashlight in hand, he 
listened for the sound of the muffled voices, wary lest the volume increase. 
Reaching the mouth of the escalator he wasted no time in crawling down- 
ward over the first few steps, the serrated steel cutting painfully into his 
knee caps. When he judged it was safe he stood up and covered the re- 
maining steps to the fifth floor, two at a time, the pleated skirt flying 
from side to side as he went. When he arrived on the fourth floor he was 
confident that he had not been seen and there was a momentary feeling 
of relief. 


He made his way quickly to the fur department and found the purse 
waiting where Harriet had left it on a glass top table. His heart was 
pounding and he was panting from the rapid descent. He opened the 
purse and emptied its contents onto the table. The pistol and ammuni- 
tion were there. The keys and radio receiver were there and also some 
extra flashlight batteries. He fumbled hurriedly with the pistol and 
ammunition and finally succeeded in loading a ten round clip. He 
chambered the first round. The cold clicking sound chilled him. If he 
had to he knew how to use that pistol. 


The radio receiver caught his eye. He picked up the small grey instru- 
ment and snapped it on. The beeps he expected to hear did not material- 
ize. He held the receiver to his ear. A faint hum indicated it was work- 
ing but there was no reception — not even static. Something must be 
wrong with the alarm system. Perhaps the burglars had known how to 
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deactivate it if that was possible. Then it occurred to him that the 
lightning might have shorted the system. Whatever the cause it was 
apparent that the system was not working properly and the police would 
not be coming. He could still call them on the direct line in the main- 
tenance and security office. Just then he looked up and saw the image 
of Harriet standing beside the glass table reflected in a mirror. Going 
to the maintenance and security office to call the police meant exposing 
Harriet. Furtively his mind sought another solution. It would be 
relatively easy he knew to beat the three intruders to the basement where 
he could call the police. But if they have deactivated the alarms they 
probably also have cut the phone lines he reasoned. This last assumption 
was a convenient excuse. Burglars or no burglars he resolved finally — 
Harriet’s secret would be protected at any cost. It was a brave resolution 
while the burglars remained two floors away. 


Suddenly he knew what he would do. The beauty salon was close by. 
He would go there and change from Harriet’s feminine attire as fast as 
possible. If the burglars realized there was a nightwatchman in the 
building they probably would not think of looking for him in the beauty 
salon. When he was more suitably dressed to pursue burglars he would 
decide what to do about them. Perhaps then he would see about calling 
the police. 


Intent on this plan he gathered up the flashlight, the radio receiver, 
and the pistol, put them back into the purse and went to the front of the 
fur department. He would lock the double set of doors across the 
entrance before leaving. There wasn’t time to turn on the electrically 
charged steel gate inside the doors. If he was lucky the burglars would 
not be interested in the fur department anyway. It occurred to him that 
their target was the safe in the accounting office where the proceeds 
from the day’s business and lots of small change were kept. The money 
collected on Saturday would not be banked until Monday and the safe 
would be an attractive objective for the thieves. 


As Harry carried out this plan and locked the double doors he was 
startled by a sudden rushing, clunking noise somewhere behind him. 
The burglars had walked the length of the store and had taken one of the 
elevators from six. Light flooded out from the opening doors of the 
elevator and silhouetted the three men. Then the doors rushed and 
clunked shut. They were on the fourth floor standing in front of the 
main bank of elevators scarcely fifty feet from Harry. Fortunately the 
doors to the fur department which he had just locked were well in the 
shadows. Nevertheless it was a moment for panic. Unless he moved 
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somewhere very rapidly they would discover him. There was no way 
now to cross over to the beauty salon without being seen. The burglars 
had cut off his avenue of escape. 


Whether it was instinct or inspiration or both he never knew. The 
burglars were on his right. To his left, conveniently adjacent to the fur 
department, was an area devoted to bridal gowns and the like. Less than 
twenty feet from the entrance to the fur department was a floor display 
proclaimed by a large poster which read, “For the mother of the groom.” 
Beneath were three dress mannequins in suitably elegant costumes. 
Summoning his scattered wits as best he could Harry somehow made 
his way to this display and slipped in among the frozen figured. haughty 
looking mannequins. His costume did not exactly fit in with “mothers 
of the grooms” and he was shoeless and somewhat mussed from crawling 
but his chances of avoiding detection were much better among the 
mannequins than elsewhere. If he remained silent and motionless 
there was a chance that they would not notice him in the shadows of the 
display. It was the first time Harrict had been called upon to give 
such a performance and she would have to make the best of it. He 
assumed what he thought was a proper dress mannequins pose and held 
it. He was standing between two mannequins, weight equally on both 
legs, purse held over his right forearm in the classic manner. None of 
the mannequins were equipped with purses but Harry was not going to 
set his purse down for a minute. If he had to get to the pistol fast this 
was the only way to do it. He tried to stare off into blank space in 
imitation of his mute colleagues. The ruse was adopted not a moment 
too soon. 


The three men were heading directly for the fur department. Even 
normal breathing might betray him. He held his breath. There was a 
lump in Harry’s throat as the three men approached. They were walking 
abreast in silence. Harry tensed as one of them passed within two fect 
of his extended right arm. The man had looked directly at him. And 
then they were past. It was a close call. 


“This is it,” one of the three said as they stopped within Harry's 
range of vision before the locked doors of the fur department. 


“There's gotta be fifty grand in skins in there,” another said hoarsely. 


“All right, let’s get with it,” replied the first. 
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The three stood with their backs to Harry. He could hear their con- 
versation plainly and in spite of the lack of direct light he could see them 
quite well. He noticed that one of the burglars was rather young — per- 
hups nineteen or twenty years old. Fhe other two were older, more 
mature men. One of the older men was noticeably taller than his com- 
panions and appeared to be overweight as well. His features were 
round and he was nearly bald. Harry judged him to be about six feet 
five and weighing in the neighborhood of two hundred and sixty pounds. 
He was an imposing figure. From his actions Harry surmised that he 
was the leader of the group. The other older man was more of average 
size and appearance. He wore thick eyeglasses and Harry was struck 
initially by the fancy cowboy boots he was wearing. With the exception 
of the cowboy boots their dress was that of plain workmen. Harry had 
never seen any of the three before. 


As Harry watched them work at opening the heavy double doors 
he noted they had come prepared for their task. From a brown satchel 
which presumably contained the tools of their trade the two older men 
took a large crowbar and started to work on the lock. The young man 
stood to the side holding a flashlight and what appeared to be a pile 
of burlap sacks apparently intended as containers for the furs they 
would steal. 


Harry had a momentary impulse to just reach in his purse for the 
pistol and put a stop to their activities before they progressed any 
further. But he thought better of it. As far as he could tell now his 
adversaries were not carrying firearms. At least none were visible. 
They might have them concealed in their clothing. This was a sobering 
possibility. If he jumped them now and got the drop on them there was 
the problem of what to do next. That big man did not look as if he 
would be too impressed with a nightwatchman dressed in skirts. Harry 
did not relish the idea of firing his pistol and provoking a gun battle 
either. The odds would not be in his favor in this three to one 
situation. He would have to find another way. Perhaps he could wait 
until they were inside the fur department and then find a way to trap 
them there. He decided to bide his time. 


The burglars were having trouble with the double doors. The big 
man had stopped to rest and mop his brow. Harry saw him turn to the 
young man. 


“You bring that rubber raincoat —- that poncho down here?” 
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“T left it up there,” the young man responded. 


“Damn it. You should have brought it. We’re gonna need it to get 
past any electric fences they got in here.” 

“How do you know there’s a fence in there?” cowboy boots inter- 
jected. 


“They got fences in all these places — I seen enough of ’em to know.” 
He turned to the young man again. “Listen, go back up there and get 
that poncho now. I reckon Jess and I’ll have this door open in a minute.” 


Obediently the young man dropped his burlap sacks and handed his 
flashlight to cowboy boots and headed for the elevators. Harry was 
quick to recognize his opportunity. The temporary division of forces 
might give him a chance to meet one intruder on an even basis. If he 
could just slip away silently from his station amongst the mannequins 
without attracting the attention of the others there might be a chance 
of catching the young man alone. 


As the elevator doors closed Harry turned cautiously, carefully making 
certain that he did not bump any of his plaster friends. He backed out 
of the display area very slowly, his eyes glued on the two remaining 
burglars who were absorbed in their work. The floor was carpeted and 
he moved with the stealth of a cat, crouching until he was safely be- 
yond their range of vision. Straightening up he hurried once again to 
the escalator and ascended to the fifth floor. He started to the sixth 
floor moving one step at a time. He listened carefully for any sound of 
the young burglar. As he approached the circle of light at the top he 
crouched to his knees. From this vantage point he could see part of the 
sixth floor. From the passage of time Harry judged that the burglar 
using the elevator had arrived at the sixth floor ahead of him. Suddenly 
the young man appeared in the circle of light to the left of the escalator’s 
opening. His back was toward Harry and he was heading rapidly for 
the stockroom. The suddenness of his appearance almost caused Harry 
to slip and fall backwards down the escalator shaft. He grabbed the 
side of the escalator just in time to regain his equilibrium without a 
sound. 


Harry waited a moment and then followed moving quickly out of the 
lighted area around the mouth of the escalator. A vague plan was form- 
ing in his mind, While the young burglar headed for the stockroom Harry 
headed for the drapery department to one side. He had seen some 
lengths of cloth on a cutting table there on his earlier rounds. He found 
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one about the size of a bedsheet. Wadding it up he hurried toward the 
door to the stockroom into which the youth had disappeared. Harry 
took up a position to one side of the stockroom door. He was growing 
bold now. He set Harriet’s purse down behind him and took out the 
pistol and flashlight. Leaving the pistol on the floor beside the purse 
he grasped the flashlight firmly in his right hand and stood poised with 
the drapery material. He could hear the young miin’s footsteps returning 
already. There had hardly been time to think about what he was 
doing. He had just done it. The time for action had come. 


As the unsuspecting burglar cleared the doorway Harry lunged for- 
ward throwing the drapery over the man’s head. With a torcetul shove 
Harry knocked him as hard as he possibly could against the wall. A 
muffled noise of surprise emitted from beneath the heavy cloth and the 
youth fell against the wall off balance. But he did not fall down and his 
reflexes were quick. His arms began thrashing furiously at the cloth 
and he had just succeeded in ripping it from his head when Harry struck 
him from behind with the large end of his flashlight. It was a powerful, 
direct. blow. The young man went to his knees with a low-pitched 
“ohhhhhnnnoo” and then fell on his face. He was out cold. In the light 
of the exit lamp Harry could see blood oozing from a gash behind his 
left ear. Kneeling down Harry quickly bound the wound with a length 
of cloth torn from the drapery. The makeshift bandage would have to 
do for the time being. The young man was still very much alive and 
might regain consciousness. Returning hastily to the drapery 
department Harry found some cords with which he found the burglar’s 
hands and feet. He felt around the fallen burglar’s pockets to see if he 
was armed but there was nothing in them escept a billfold. Harry took 
the man’s feet and dragged him across the floor to a nearby office used 
by the furniture salesmen to close deals. He locked the still unconscious 
burglar inside. 


Having accomplished this much there was a moment for reflection 
He was thankful that it had not been necessary to use the pistol. He was 
perspiring heavily and decided to remove the jacket to Harriet’s outfit. 
He tolded it neatly and put it on a chair near the main aisle. In the 
scuffle one of the straps of Harriet’s brassiere had slipped down over 
his shoulder and the pleated skirt was askew. Attending to these matters 
he contemplated what his next move would be. Presumably the remain- 
ing two burglars had gained entrance to the fur department and would 
be anticipating the return of their young assistant. What would they 
do if he did not come back within a reasonable time Harry wondered. 
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Gathering up the purse and pistol Harry decided it would be best to 
return to the fourth floor to observe their activities from a safe distance. 
After one last look at the still unconscious youth in the office Harry 


proceeded down the escalator to the fifth floor. Just as he started to make 
his way to the fourth floor, however, the burglar wearing the cowboy 
boots appeared at the bottom of the escalator shaft. Harry jumped out 
of sight. Apparently the man paused briefly before ascending, possibly 
because his companion, the big man, was yelling something to him. 
Harry heard him yell something back in response. Then cowboy boots 
started up the escalator. 


TVhere was no time to lose. Harry took the pistol from the purse and 
held it ready. He would follow the man and take him from behind in 
the same fashion as the first burglar. Harry scurried quickly behind a 
lingerie counter to the side of the escalator and crouched there. From 
the sound of the footsteps cowboy boots had arrived on five and would 
be starting up to six. Thinking that the burglar had already started his 
ascent to the sixth floor Harry straightened up behind the counter. He 
had miscalculated, however, and the man was less than ten feet away 
and was looking in Harry's direction. Harry ducked as quickly as he 
could but in the process he upset his purse and the flashlight and keys 
tumbled from it making a distinct metallic noise on the tile floor. 
Tightening his grip on the pistol Harry prayed that cowboy boots had 
not heard the noise. A faint scraping sound came from the direction 
of the escalator. The fact that the man was still there indicated that he 
had been alerted by the noise. Harry dared not raise his head to look. 
He heard the man’s voice. There was a tentative inflection to it. 


“Paul?” 


The word sent chills up Harry’s back. Cowboy boots must be right 
on top of him. Then footsteps shuffled toward him and then stopped. 
Cowboy boots was even closer — perhaps just on the other side of the 
counter. If he waited any longer he might lose the advantage of surprise. 
Now was the time to take the initiative. 


Harry rose up quickly with the pistol drawn. The man was less than 
four feet away with his back to Harry peering into the darkness in the 
opposite direction. Sensing Harry’s presence the burglar began to turn 
but Harry’s voice stopped him. 


“Hold it and get your hands up. This is a loaded .38 here.” Harry’s 
throat was dry and his man’s voice cracked in the middle of the com- 
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mand but it carried sufficient force to cause cowboy boots to jump. 
He obeyed the order stealing a sidelong glance at Harry and the pistol 
as he turned and raised his hands. He froze with his back towards 
Harry. 


“Ym not arnted,” he offered almost in a whine. His voice had a 
strange quality to it. 


Harry could not be certain whether cowboy boots had seen him 
closely enough in the dim light to see his costume. He would have to 
keep the man facing away from him at all times. Harry was a little 
uncertain about his next move. 


“Is your partner downstairs?” Harry asked. 
“Yeah.” 


“All right, walk ahead of me and don’t turn around or I’ll use this 
pistol,” Harry said evenly. He had decided to take the man to the sixth 
floor and lock him in the office with his younger friend. 


“You didn’t shoot Paul?” cowboy boots wanted to know before 
Harry could order him to move up the escalator. 


“No,” Harry assured him. The man was acting very nervous and 
Harry worried about what would happen if cowboy boots chanced to 
turn around and see Harriet holding a gun on him instead of the ex- 
pected uniformed nightwatchman. 


“Go on up that escalator — now move,” Harry ordered. 


Cowboy boots slouched and shuffled a few steps forward. Harry 
was moving also about three feet behind him. Suddenly without warn- 
ing the man lunged backwards thrashing out with his arms as he turned. 
Harry instictively tried to sidestep but an arm struck him forcefully 
knocking him into a counter. The pistol discharged wildly with a re- 
sounding crack before slipping from his hand to the floor. His wig went 
awry and Harry could not see anything with one eye. The man’s body 
was against his and they grappled and stumbled together on the floor. 
The wig fell off. Cowboy boots knee was in his stomach. While Harry 
struggled in a tangle of skirts to recover, cowboy boots was regaining 
his feet. When his adversary stepped to get clear Harry’s hand by 
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chance contacted the man’s boot. Harry grasped it and pulled. There 
was a shuffling sound and a sharp thump and the body crumpled to 
the side of him like a stone. Cowboy boots had tripped and fallen, 
skulling himself on the angled corner of a wooden counter on the way 
down. He was out cold. 


The suddenness of this confrontation left Harry breathless and a 
little flustered if not unnerved. It had all happened very fast. Harry 
pulled himself to his feet and surveyed the scene looking for his pistol. 
It was nowhere in sight. After a moment he found it under the fallen 
burglar’s body. The round he had fired accidentally had struck a dress 
mannequin ten feet away in a floor display squarely in the chest. The 
smiling plaster lady had been knocked backwards from her perch and 
now rested at a crazy angle against a rack of dresses. There seemed to 
be broken glass around his feet. Apparently cowboy boots eyeglasses 
had been smashed in the melee. 


Having secured the pistol Harry’s thoughts turned immediately to 
the task at hand and the third burglar. Cowboy boots was already moan- 
ing and showing definite signs of regaining consciousness. Nearby 
was a wrack of packaged nylon hosiery. Harry ripped open several of the 
plastic containers and bound cowboy boots hands and feet securely 
before dragging him behind a counter out of view of the escalator shaft. 
A hasty search of cowboy boots revealed no weapons. 


Miraculously he had taken care of two of the burglars. But there was 
a third and the third burglar was the largest of the three and probably 
the most dangerous. Harry felt certain that the sound of the gunshot 
had carried sufficiently in the empty building to be heard on the floor 
below. What would the big man’s reaction to the shot be Harry won- 
dered. Several minutes at least — perhaps five minutes at the most — 
had elapsed since the pistol had fired. That was time enough for the big 
man to have come to his companion’s aid if he had been so inclined. 
But the store was deathly quiet now. There was not a sound to be heard 
though Harry’s ears strained for some indication of the remaining 
burglar’s whereabouts. Harry watched the escalator opening expectantly 
for a minute before it occurred to him that the third man might very 
well have been frightened by the gunshot. For all the big man knew his 
partner had been killed or wounded by that shot. Perhaps the big man 
was even now waiting on the fourth floor as expectantly as Harry was 
waiting on the fifth waiting for either his partner or a gun-toting 
nightwatchman to appear. The longer the wait the more certain the 
big man could be that the nightwatchman was victorious. In any case, 
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the big man must know that cowboy boots was not armed. But what will 
he do — come after me or what? 

Thinking about these possibilities Harry picked up the purse and 
keys. keeping a constant vigil on the escalator at all times. He left 
Harrict’s wig where it had fallen. There was no point in waiting for the 
big man to make the first move he decided. To keep the initiative he 
would go and stalk the remaining foc. Pursuing that idea it secmed 
that the best plan was to go down again to the fourth floor and look for 
the big man. Perhaps there would be a way to trap him tn the tur de- 
partment, Perhaps the big man had not heard the shot after all, He 
decided not to use the escalator. It was too chancy at this point. Phe 
big man might still come looking for cowboy boots and the last place 
he wanted to run into that giant was on a narrow escalator. He hurried 
to the back stairway. It opened on the fourth floor across from and 
slightl, to the left of the fur department. The window on the exit door at 
the fourth floor stairwell would provide a vantage point from which he 
could see the entrance to the fur department without being seen, When 
he reached his destination there was nothing to be seen however across 
the way at the entrance to the fur department. It was difficult to see the 
doors clearly in the darkness but they appeared to be closed and no one 
was in sight. After some hesitation Harry opened the exit door cautiously 
and stepped quietly onto the fourth floor, He must be very careful now. 
There was no telling where the big man might be at the moment. Half 
crouching and with the pistol drawn in readiness Harry moved noiselessly 
in his stocking feet across the fourth floor toward the fur department. 
When he had moved less than twenty feet Harry's eye caught a Mash of 
light to his left. He turned and stared at the main bank of elevators. 
Had he seen one of the tiny floor indicators go on? He had indeed seen 
a light on the side of one of the elevators, As he stared the white 
numerical one lit up. shown brightly for a second, flickered and went 
out, The big man must have boarded the clevator just prior to Harry's 
arrival on the fourth floor. Suddenly it struck Harry that the remaining 
burglar must be abandoning his friends as well as their project and was 
now trying to find the quickest way out of the building to make his 
escape. Perhaps he had gone to the first floor in the hope of Ictting 
himself out at the ground level. ft would be easy to just let him go but 
Harry knew that the big man would not find a way out on the first floor 
because all of the exit doors locked from the inside and you could not 
unlock them without keys. If the burglar went to the basement he might 
find his way to the maintenance and security office and get out through 
the outside exit door to the office. The door there could be unlocked from 
the inside without a key. But the big man was not likely to find that office 
or the door unless he knew exactly where to look. 
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Considering the man’s size and his probable state of mind under the 
circumstances Harry was anxious to avoid a confrontation. The first 
two burglars he had dealt with had been much closer to Harry’s propor- 
tions, and in spite of his dress Harry had felt on equal terms. As he 
watched the floor indicator light die out Harry had an inspiration. He 
ran back to the stairwell and descended to the basement. After tumbling 
with his keys he finally found the right one and let himself into a small 
cubicle packed with electrical boxes and other equipment. It was the 
control center for the store’s internal transportation system. Rows of 


switches comprised the master controls for the elevators and escalators, 
He opened the box containing controls for the main bank of elevators. 
There were six elevators in the bank. Floor indicators formed neat 
rows of lights under a set of switches numbered one through six. Accord- 
ing to the lights all of the elevators in the main bank were on the first 
floor. He waited, never removing his eyes from those tiny lights. He 
prayed for one of those lights to go out and move to light up the indicator 
tor the second floor, After riding the cievators consistently would the 
big man change and start walking the escalators? Perhaps it was too 
much to hope for after all. Still he knew the big man would not find 
a way out on the first floor. The burglar would have to go all the way 
back to the sixth floor and exit the same way he had entered. If the man 
happened to come to the basement and head for the maintenance and 
security office could Harry still cut him off. The control room was just 
around the corner from the office in the same passageway. 


As the minutes passed Harry began to doubt the wisdom of his plan. 

“It had seemed so simple and workable at first blush. Now nearly ten 
minutes had passed and the big man had not returned to the elevators. 

Perhaps he had smashed a plate glass window on the first Moor. That 

would be very difficult to do unless he hit it with something very heavy. 

And, of course, the noise of breaking glass might attract someone’s 

uttention outside, Harry waited and worried and decided to wait for 

tive more minutes. 


He was staring at the control panel so fixedly he almost missed it. 
A light blinked. It was elevator number five. It moved to the second 
floor. Harry's hand was on the master control switch. He counted 
to himself, one, two, three, four seconds and pulled the circuit breaker 
with a jerk. A red light at the top of thepancl went out. The power in 
the main elevator bank was off. The little lights remained on, however, 
and under elevator five a light shown for floors two and three. Above 
the main power switch was a small sign which Harry read: 


31 


Stephanie -9-L-4 FPE 


A professional Magician who works appears as “Charmaine the Exotic 
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Do not shut off power 
when elevators are 
between floors. 


“Sorry about that,” Harry said out loud to himself. The big man was 
trapped between floors two and three. And considering the burglar’s 
size Harry did not expect him to craw! through the escape hatch in 
the top of the elevator car. 


It was a moment of victory. He felt the tenseness he had been experi- 
encing for the past hour or so dissipate. He felt as though he had been 
reprieved from an order of execution. He leaned back against the wall 
of the control booth and gave his thanks and Harriet’s as well. His 
emotions were aglow with a feeling of having met the test. Harriet had 
been spared. Harry had been preserved. It reminded him of the time his 
brakes had failed on a mountain grade. How close he had come that 
night to the brink also. 


Harriet’s wristwatch told him it was nearly 3:00 a.m. A great deal 
remained to be accomplished if he was to wind this affair up success- 
fully. It took him a few minutes to mentally organize himself. Bits and 
pieces of Harriet were scattered all over the store. The shoes and wig 
and other items he had discarded would have to be collected and 
returned to their proper locations. The three intruders were secure 
enough for the time being but he could not depend on that until they 
were safely in the hands of the police. Before calling the police, however, 
he would have to straighten out Harriet’s affairs, On the way to the 
fourth floor beauty salon he checked out the elevator. It was definitely 
stopped between floors and he could hear muffled banging and other 
sounds emanating from the shaft. The big man was pounding on the 
walls and shouting something he could not hear well enough to under- 
stand. 


In the beauty salon dressing room he stood before the triple mirror 
and was greeted by a wigless, shoeless, rather bedraggled Harriet. Harry 
had to smile at her incongrous appearance. Looking at his legs Harry 
noticed that the cantrece panty hose had snagged and were badly ripped. 
“Damn,” he said to himself out loud, “this was a new pair.” 


Little did Harry realize as he showered and changed back into his 
nightwatchman’s uniform that the day of excitement had just begun. 
The encounter with the burglars had started it all of course. Harry 
called the police to the store about 3:45 a.m. By 7:00 a.m. he was still 
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giving reports to the detectives, describing his maneuvers against the 
burglars. He had to chuckle to himself several times for they seemed 
to ask every conceivable question except how were .you dressed? And, 
of course, there was no reason for the police:or anyone else to suspect 
a thing on that score. Somehow he believed’ his secret was safe even 
though his grappling with cowboy boots had brought him into close 
contact with the man. 


Harry took the detectives through the store showing them exactly 
what had happened. The police had nothing but compliments and 
admiration for what he had done. The burglars were carted off about 
5:00 a.m. At 8:00 a.m. a company vice president came down and per- 
sonally thanked Harry and arranged for him to be relieved early. He | 
called Martha and talked with her for half an hour telling her the news. 
A breakfast was brought in for him. An emergency work crew came in 
to repair the broken skylight and clean up some of the damage the 
burglars had caused. A maintenance man from the alarm system com- 
pany came in to put the system back in working order. Harry had been 
correct in his speculation that the lightning had shorted out the alarms. 
At 10:00 a.m. one of the regular weekday nightwatchmen came in to 
relieve Harry. The company vice president, a Mr. Winstead; told 
Harry to report back to the store on Monday morning. Mr. Winstead 
said he should wear a suit. The company public relations staff would 
hold a news conference for him. 


But the story had already reached the news media. When he arrived 
home that afternoon there were several reporters and a mobile television 
unit waiting for him. It was all a little overwhelming. For the remainder 
of the day he related his story over and over again. 


The press conference at the store Monday morning turned out to be 
anti-climactic. The Monday morning papers already had the full story. 
“Thayer Watchman Foils Three” read one headline. It was bottom 
frontpage material and Harry’s picture was on the inside pages. The 
publicity was nice but under the circumstances it made Harry a little 
nervous. After the news conference he was taken into see the store 
manager and several other officials. They presented him with a five 
hundred dollar bonus check and informed him that he would receive a 
raise in salary as well. Then he had lunch at a fancy restaurant with 
the big brass. 


When they returned to the store after lunch Harry was shown into 
Mr. Gregory’s office. The supervisor was just as Fred Schulman had 
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described him — small in stature, nervous, and worrisome. After con- 
gratulations 'and some conversation Mr. Gregory had some surprising 
news. 


“I’ve discussed, it with Mr. Winstead,” Gregory declared, ‘“‘and he is 
in agreement.-Oné watchman on duty on the weekends in a store this 
large i$ hot sufficient — as this incident shows. Why those three men 
could have killed you. I think you were very lucky Tilden, very lucky. 
This won’t happen again. We're getting you some help. ~ 


Hace found this development rather alarming. The addition of 
another nightwatchman on the weekend shift would definitely put an 
end to Harriet’s weekend appearances. It was the last thing he expected. 


“You’re putting another man on the weekend shift then sir?” Harry 
asked disconsolately. 


“No Tilden, not another man. We’re getting you a dog — a German 
police dog.” 


Harry had to laugh out loud as he drove home that Monday after- 
noon. He could visualize Harriet now, patrolling the darkened store 
with a huge shepherd at the end of a lead. I hope that dog gets along with 
women he said to himself. If it doesn’t we’re in trouble. 


There was one other matter on his mind. The events of Saturday 
and Sunday had brought Harry to the conclusion that it was time to-tell 
Martha everything. There was no hurry though. Perhaps he would wait 
two weeks until things had settled down. For the moment he was look- 
ing forward to a week of relaxation for Harry. There would be some 
sleep to catch up on. As for Harriet, Harry knew that she would be 
around for a visit later that week. He would look for her about 10:00 p.m. 
Saturday night. 
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’ “TRANSVESTISM”’ by Magnus Hirschfeld 


Does anyone have an English translation of this book? Would 
you be willing to give, lend or sell it to a history professor 
‘who is writing a history of cross dressing? He can’t find it 
and needs it badly. If you can help please write to, Verne 
‘Bullough, History Department, San Fernando State College, 


Northridge, California. 
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ONE AFTERNOON 


IN A DEPARTMENT STORE 
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One afternoon, | was in a department store where | had my measure- 
ments taken for a new suit. The clerk had written them down on a piece 
of paper and had left it on the manager’s desk. I was looking at the 
tissues, with the clerk, when a lady came in. She started to talk with the 
manager, and, while talking, she looked at the paper showing my meas- 
urements. Suddenly, she took it in her hand and her face showed signs 
of excitement which turned suddenly into a happy expression. She talked 
in a low voice, to the manager, pointing to me with her finger. 


I was asking myself what she was saying about me when the manager 
came to me and asked me to meet the lady. She was in charge of the 
ladies’ fashion department. She was putting on a fashion show in a few 
minutes and the girl, modeling the wedding gown, had not shown yet. 
She was looking for a tall, slim girl to model the gown. Seeing my 
measurements, she found they exactly suited the measurements re- 
quired for the gown. She had the idea of asking me to model the gown. 


I TOLD HER I was a man, not a girl, that 1 had never worn a dress in 
my life and that I would look ridiculous in a wedding gown. She re- 
plied that it would be a great help to her if I agreed to model the gown. | 
would not have to do anything difficult and the makeup artist and the 
hairdresser would take care of my appearance. The only thing I would 
have to do was to walk slowly, on stage, holding the arm of the “groom.” 
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The manager insisted on the fact that I would, if 1 accepted, render 
a great service to the store, because the fashion show was the event of 
the year for the store. I told him I still did not believe I could be a nice 
looking girl but as it would be of great help to them, I decided to ac- 
cept, leaving them free to change their minds if, after I had tried on the 
gown, it did not fit or if I looked too bad in it. 


The lady thanked me and asked me to accompany her to the ladies’ 
department. There I was taken behind the stage where the fashion show 
was going to be held, in a large room, where I could see the models 
working at their makeup and hairdo, with the help of the house’s make- 
up artist and hairdresser. All the dresses and ensembles to be worn by 
the models during the fashion show were hanging on a rack. The lady 
explained to the girls that 1 would model the wedding gown and asked 
them to accept me among them, even if I was a man. 


The girls thought the idea was great to have a man as a model, es- 
pecially for the wedding gown which was the big hit of every fashion 
show. I was very shy to find myself among all those beautiful girls 
wearing only bras and panties. But they did not seem to be shy about 
appearing in front of me, dressed as they were. 


The lady took me in a corner of the place and, behind a screen, I 
started to undress. She gave me girl’s underwear pieces for me to try 
on. She stood on the other side of the screen, telling me how to put my 
lingerie on. 


I first put on panties of white satin and lace. Then I put the garter 
belt on. It was made of white nylon mesh on top of white satin. I rolled 
the nylon stockings on my legs and fastened them to the garters hanging 
from the belt. Then, I had a pair of pantalettes with an elastic band 
at the waist and looked like slacks, but were made of white satin with 
rows of lace every six inches, from knees to the bottom, which circled 
my ankles and fitted tightly on them by the help of an elastic band. I 
stepped in the white satin pumps with 3” heels and the lady came 
around to my side of the screen. 


She was holding a white satin padded bra which she had me try on. 
She adjusted the shoulder straps and declared I would have a nice 
girlish front to show on stage. She helped me with the gown in which I 
stepped, while she held it opened on the carpeted floor. I let my arms 
run through the delicate lace sleeves and she zipped up the back of the 
gown. I was standing in front of a large mirror and I could see the 
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gown filled me fine. It was a lovely creation by an expert dressmaker. 
The bodice was very tight on me and the stuffed bra showed two little 
gracious white satin mounds that were shining bright under the lights. 
My waist was tightly encircled by the shining satin and was made small- 
er by the roundness of my breasts and by the beginning of my skirt which 
was full and round over my hips by virtue of starched net pads sewn 
under the gown. 


The bottom of the skirt was floor-length and ended by three ranks of 
white lace about six inches wide that encircled the skirt except at the 
front, where there was an ‘“‘A” shape hole, showing my ankles and feet 
and the bottom of my pantalettes. The lace followed the contours of 
the hole and the top of the “A” opening had a large white satin bow 
sewn on it. 


I found that hole very pretty and very handy to help me walk. The 
lady took me to the dresser where I sat on the bench, covered with 
purple. velvet. There, the makeup artist took charge of my face. She 
put an elastic band around my head, exactly like the ones the models 
had on to keep their hair away from the makeup. She laid a large white 
towel on me so as not to have the gown soiled by makeup. I was sitting 
in front of a large mirror where | en see the girl work on my face and 
watch what was going on in the place. 


The fashion show had. already started. I watched the girls go on 
stage and come back from it, putting on and taking off dresses and en- 
sembles, very quickly and without disturbing their beautiful hairdos. 
It was amazing to see how fast they could change. As soon as a model 
came in, from the stage, another girl unzipped them. The model let 
the dress fall on the floor, stepped over it, kicked off her shoes, put a 
silk square on her head and the girl handed her another dress which she 
let slide down herself and the girl zipped it right away. The model 
stepped into other shoes, looked in the mirror for her hairdo and went 
back on stage. 


Every model had a girl to assist her and while the model was on 
Stage, she picked up the fallen dress, put it back on the rack, then put 
the shoes back in their box and picked up another dress and other shoes 
and stood by the entrance, ready to help the model change another 
time. - 
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I was so fascinated by what I was seeing that I had no time to look at 
what the makeup expert was doing with my face. It was not long until 
my makeup was complete. The hairdresser came and adjusted a long 
curly blonde wig on my head. She covered it with a veil. She asked me 
to stand up and she helped me with my white lace gloves and she gave 
me a smal! bouquet of white flowers showing me how to hold it gra- 
ciously. 


Slowly, the wedding procession started to form. The models all had 
on their bridesmaids gowns and were ready to enter on stage. The or- 
chestra was playing an interlude piece while we were assembling. 
There was first: a little girl and a little boy and then, the bridesmaids, 
accompanied by young men wearing formal suits. I was told to stand 
behind all of them and a young man came and took my arm. He told 
me not to be afraid, that he was an experienced model and that all I had 
to do was to let him lead me on stage. 


The orchestra started to play the wedding march and the proces- 
sion started to move. I remembered the advice of my companion and 
let him lead me. He was holding my arm very tightly, thus helping me 
to walk on my heels. We followed the group of charming models wear- 
ing light colored gowns and large picture hats with flowers. All I 
could hear was my companion say to me: “Smile” when I entered the 
stage. The lights struck me and I closed my eyes under their brightness. 
When I could open them, I could see the audience was in a dark place 
and I could see only the ladies sitting in the two front rows, smiling and 
applauding the wedding group. We walked slowly around the stage and 
then back to the dressing room. The whole thing must have lasted two 
minutes, but it seemed like a century to me as I was so afraid that the 
audience might notice I was not a girl and laugh at me, and spoil the 
whole show. The boys went away to their quarters and I remained alone 
with the girls. They soon got rid of their gowns, took their places at 
their dressers and removed their stage makeup. They had their street 
dresses on and left one after the other, leaving to their assistants the 
care of putting in good order the clothes they had modeled. After five 
minutes, the place was empty with the exception of the lady in charge 
and me. 


She helped me take off my gown and I took off the other garments, 
alone, behind the screen. I put my street clothes back on and she told 
me to sit at the dressing table where she began to remove my makeup. 
She said I had been a great help to her and the store by agreeing to 
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model the wedding gown. I told her the pleasure had been mine because 
I had been the witness of events men have not usually the chance to be 
witnesses. I said I had been greatly interested in what I had seen and 
that I had never imagined a fashion show was like that. 


She asked me if I liked wearing girl’s clothes. | answered that it was 
no use for me to lie to her; that I had loved every moment I was wearing ' 
such lovely and frilly garments. Then, she told me that, when she first 
saw me in the gent’s department, she had noticed immediately that | 
had girlish features such as: thin waist, long legs, small feet, narrow 
shoulders, long neck, small wrists and ankles. She was sure then that 
the gown would fit me and that I would be a nice looking bride for the 
fashion show. 


I replied that I did not believe it in the first place, but that, when I 
had my makeup on, I could see she had been right in taking a chance 
on asking me to model the gown. She told me then, she was used to 
physical aspects of women and that not many of them had all the fea- 
tures I had. She added: “you should make a career as a female imper- 
sonator; you would be good at it.” I told her I had never thought of it, 
but I could see, after this experience, that it would be possible. “If you 
ever consider the matter seriously,” she said, “I would be gfad to help 
you in any way.” 


Then she told me she had to pay me for my services as a model. I 
laughed and told her I did not want to be paid for it: the thrill I had 
with it was enough satisfaction for me. She said that, usually, the store 
gave, at such occasion, a dress to the girl who had been so helpful to 
them. She added: “I would be glad to do the same for you and I invite 
you to come and choose a dress, in the store, any time you want and it 
will be given to you, free.” I thanked her for her nice gift and I said it 
was hard for me to accept because I would not know exactly which one 
would suit me and, even if I had a dress, I would not have the chance 
to wear it, anyway. 


She said: “Now that you have found that wearing girl’s clothes is 
possible, it could be the occasion for you to start building up a girl’s 
wardrobe.” I told her I would consider the matter and let her know in 
the future what I intended to do about it. I left her and she thanked me 
again and told me she hoped to see me again soon. 


40 


wearing bras—but if they stop manufacturing 
them, what about us transvestites?” 


JRANSVESTIA 


When I came back to the store later to try on the suit I had ordered, 
the manager told me the lady wanted to see me in her office. I went and 
saw her. She asked me if I had thought of her offer. I told her I had not. 
Then she said she had found a dress that would suit me fine and that 
she would be happy to show it to me. She asked me to wait there for 
her while she went into the store to get the dress. She came back a few 
minutes later holding it on her arm. 


I found it so lovely that I immediately had the desire to try it on. But 
I did not want to let her know this. She said I should try it on... . as if 
she had read my thoughts . . . I told her I had no time to do so and that 
I would have to come back later. 


Then, she said: “Here is what we can do. You come to my apartment 
tonight and I will help you to try it on.” I accepted. 


So, on the same night, I went and saw her at her place. She said she 
was very glad I had come and it would be a great pleasure for her to 
help me change into a good-looking girl. She took me to her bedroom 
where she had everything laid on the bed, except the dress. She left me 
alone while I changed from my male attire to the lovely undies. When 
she came back, I was ready to try on the dress. 


In fact it was not really a dress but a two-piece suit consisting of a 
skirt and a jacket of gold lame. She had the shoes of the same material 
and a little evening bag to match. The skirt was plain and the jacket 
had % sleeves and a round, mandarin type collar. She helped me try on 
gloves of the same material and she had me hold the little bag. I looked 
at myself in the mirror and saw a girl very pleasant to look at. 


She said that as I liked the ensemble, it was mine. I could not believe 
so much beauty could be mine. I said it was very thoughtful of her to 
give me such a present, but as I had no opportunity to wear it, I could 
not accept it. She told me then, that the occasion to wear it was very 
easy to create. I asked her what she meant by that and she said: “leave 
it to me, I will take care of that. In the meantime, I will show you how 
to make up your face and then I will have you try on a black wig that 
will suit you nicely. 


Under her advice I proceeded to do my makeup. It took quite a 
while to get on to it, but every moment of the experience was fascinating. 
It pleased me very much to do a thing that only girls do. She helped me 
put on her white satin bathrobe to cover my gold lame suit and not to 
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smear it with makeup. I was sitting on the bench facing her dresser and 
looking at myself in the mirror. She had me use first a dark foundation 
which I spread all over my face with a brush. When it was over, she took 
the brush in her hand and spread the foundation more evenly where I 


had applied in a non expert way. She showed me how to use rouge on 
my cheeks. It was a dark red liquid I applied with a small brush and 
which I spread with my finger. Then came the powder. I used a feather 
puff to put it on. It was quite a sensation to feel the softness of the 
puff on my skin and at the same time as I could smell the perfume 
coming from the powder. Once again, she took the puff to spread the 
powder more evenly on my face. 


Already I had a nice girlish complexion and my skin was smooth as 
a peach. She took a tweezer and plucked my eyebrows a little. She 
drew a thin line of brown pencil on them. She handed me false eye- 
lashes and showed me how to glue them on my lids. I had a little trouble 
putting them in the right place, but with her advice, I got them on 
properly. Then came the shadow. It was a green cream in a golden case 
like a lipstick case and I spread it on my lids. She used her finger to 
spread it evenly and then she drew a line of brown eyeliner at the root 
of my lashes. Then she applied brown liquid mascara to my false eye- 
lashes to make them look longer and silkier. My lips were difficult be- 
cause I had to be careful and learn to use enough lipstick but not too 
much. She drew the contour of my lips with a red pencil and I brushed 
my lips, inside the line made by the pencil with red liquid applied 
with a small brush. That was the most thrilling part of my makeup. I 
loved the softness of the brush running smoothly on my lips and I 
loved their newly discovered shape and color. I found I had really 
tempting lips. 


Then came the finishing touch of the glamourous girl: the wig. It 
was made of black silky hair, short, but long enough to cover my ears 
and the beginning of my neck. The hair was not curled, but just fluffy 
which gave a touch of youth to my face. I took off the bathrobe and I 
admired myself in the mirror hanging behind the door. 


She said: “Now I will teach you how to walk like a girl, to sit, to 
stand up and then you will be ready to fool any one you meet.” After 
a few minutes of her lessons, I was able to walk on my heels without 
being afraid to fall down. I learned to sit down graciously and to hold 
my skirt not to make creases in them. She said she knew I would 
learn fast. She told me that she was so sure of it that she had invited two 
gentlemen to spend the rest of the evening with us. That surprised me 
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and I told her that even though I liked to dress as a girl, I did not want 
to act as one with a man. She laughed and said I had nothing to be 
afraid of. She explained that the two gentlemen were coming there to 
discuss business with her and that my presence was required only to 
give an added touch of femininity to the meeting. T told her I did not 
believe her and I was sure there was something else behind it all. Then 
she said that the two gentlemen were buyers for retail stores and that 
one of them had agreed to discuss business with her on the condition 
that the girl who had modeled the wedding gown in the fashion show 
would be there. 


There .. . the truth was coming out . . . I was the bait to help her 
catch a big fish and have both men sign a big buying contract. I told 
her that she was going too far and that her store must have other 
means of making sales. 


Again she laughed and said: “You have nothing to be afraid of; all 
you have to do is to be a charming girl and let me do the talking. Maybe 
they will try to have a date with us, but we just have to refuse and they 
will not insist.” So, I said, “but if you accept an invitation from the 
other fellow, I will have to accept one from the fellow who comes here 
only just to see me.” 


“Do not worry about that, she said, 1 promise you I will not agree to 
go out with them.” 


I didn’t feel very much at ease as I didn’t know if I could believe her. 
I thought for a while of undressing and going back to my male clothes 
and leaving the house. But I was so delighted by the chance I had to be 
dressed as a lovely girl that I said to myself I would take a chance and 
trust her. While talking, she was looking in her jewel box for a necklace 
and earrings for me to wear. She had me try on many necklaces and 
we both found that no one suited the gold lame. She said I should wear 
only earrings and she had me try on many pairs of them before we were 
both satisfied with a pair of gold balls hanging low from my ear lobes 
at the bottom of a little golden chain. I found them very pretty and big 
enough to catch anyone’s eye. 


We sat on the couch in the living room and chatted for a while before the 
bell rang. She went to the door and introduced the two gentlemen in. 
They both said good evening to me and kissed my hand. They sat on 
the couch and we girls took our places in the armchairs. The two men 
discussed business with her, but I could see that one of them was more 
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interested in me than in business. The mirror had told me a few minutes 
before that he was right in being attracted by the girl | was imperson- 


ating. I could see he was greatly disappointed when we girls refused 
their invitation to accompany them to a nightclub to end the evening. 
By chance they had signed their contract before inviting us, otherwise, 
they could have refused to sign it, seeing we did not want to spend the 
rest of the evening with them. 


It was with great relief that I saw them leaving the place. I had 
enough of his looking and smiling at me. In the beginning, I had 
loved to be praised as a good-looking girl, but when he had started to 
be too familiar with me, I was afraid he might notice I was not a girl. 
I knew I was not experienced enough at the time to stand very long 
the look of a man well “in the know.” 


After they left the lady said we were going to celebrate the event, the 
two of us alone. She said she was satisfied with the way I had acted in 
front of the two men. She said I could pass anytime, anywhere, after 
that test. She went to her bedroom and came back with a nice beige 
mink coat she asked me to try on. I was in seventh heaven, wearing it 
and I walked around the apartment and looked at myself in every 
mirror. 


She put on her winter coat with a lovely fur collar and we left her 
place to go to a restaurant to have a nice dinner and celebrate the event. 
She did the driving while 1 enjoyed myself, sitting in the car, wrapped 
in the mink coat and feeling the softness of my undies and my nylon 
stockings. As it was late, the restaurant was not crowded and I had no 
trouble passing in front of the few customers that were still there. 


We came back to her place and, as it was getting late, I changed 
clothes to go back home. I had enjoyed my whole evening as a girl 
and I said to myself it was worth trying on such beautiful garments 
again. The ladv said that. having tasted the comfort and beauty of 
girl’s clothes, I would have the desire to do it again and again. She 
was right and from then until now I have never let pass an occasion to 
be a girl for a few hours. 
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AN FP FROM OUTER SPACE 


After a year of astrophysical work at California Neo-Dynamics, I 
was ready for a vacation in the north woods. For a month, no scientific 
nor philosophical thought would be entertained. No computers nor 
mathematical equations. 


The Grand Tetons were all that I knew them to be; glorious, top- 
less mountains, lush forests, lakes of blue purity, no humans around. 


I pitched camp, put a burlap bag of cans of beer in a cold spring 
and went fishing. Caught a three pound trout in 15 minutes. A. bear 
sniffed around later but ran when I threw a rock at him. 


In the morning — pure air, golden and green hills and a cobalt blue 
sky. The lake was more a green color. Here was perfection: why should 
man aim for the stars? Why couldn’t he be satisfied? 


My coffee was delicious; so were the bacon and beans. During the day 
1 read a novel — the first chance | had had to do so in a year. All was 
tranquillity, beauty and stillness. 


The next day, a strange helicopter type of thing hovered briefly over 
my lake and soon shot away. It had no propellers. I picked some berries 
and caught a bass for supper. There were cotton tail rabbits and deer 
about, but I didn’t have the heart to shoot one. In the evening — a sudden _ 
storm. Monumental lightning, deafening thunder, then a downpour of 
heavy rain. | took off my clothes and walked; it was indescribably wonder- 
ful; a rapport with nature. The cosmic force which pervades the universe 
seemed to speak to me, but I could not understand. A terrified deer ran 
past. He too did not understand. 
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The next morning I, being a transvestite, used the opportunity to doll 
up in feminine attire; the whole bit. Golden curls came down over my 
shoulders: false evelashes and an inflated brassiere: a red dress with a 
mini-skirt. It was a superb feeling. A pearl necklace and high heel 
shoes. By means of a timing device, I took pictures of myself. 


To my surprise, a woman walked along the edge of the lake, and as 
strange as it was to see another person in these uninhabited wilds, her 
appearance was still stranger. She appeared to be six fect, two inches 
or more tall, wore an orchid velvet dress to her ankles, and, 
there was no mistake, actually had blue hair which tumbled down over 
her shoulders. A scintillating necklace matched her long earrings. 


She seemed to glance casually at me and walked slowly down the 
lakeside. around a promontory marked bv an ancient beach about a hun- 
dred feet higher than the present one. | didn’t think she had really 
seen me, but I was wrong. While asleep, about midnight. there was a 
rude awakening when three of these tall persons took hold of me and 
dragged me out of bed. Within minutes, 1 was beimg pushed inside a 
completely transparent vessel about 80 teet in diameter, which emitted a 
constant throbbing hum. 


Though already dazed by the rude treatment, I was still more stupified 
by my surroundings. The vessel was about 35 feet high and had 3 tiers of 
balconies. In spite of being apparently a scientific research craft, it 
was fitted out with elegance and luxury. By skillful use of signs, an 
interrogation was conducted by a blue haired creature wearing a golden 
dress and having quite large breasts. 


“Where is the vreal to be found,” was one question. When a sample 
was produced, it could be seen to be calcite. “Show me your maps,” 
I replied by signs. | was able to show them the location of a far-away 
deposit. For three days they remained in the vicinity of the camp, dig- 
ging into a Jurassic zone, but I never did learn what they were after. 


Though a prisoner, I was treated well and one person constantly remain- 
ed with me, teaching me the language and answering my questions. The 
group was an exploratory unit trom a planet of Alpha Centauri, tour 
light years away. They were especially interested in chemical deposits 
and were delighted to find an abundance of calcium. However, there was 
a profound shock awaiting me. These people were far more like humans 
than I had been led to believe that extra terrestial creatures would be. 
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They were taller than we, had pointed noses, longer arms; but through a 
divergent kind of evolution, only the men had breasts and suckled the 
young. My captors were all men! After recovering from my grogginess 
at this news, I had questions. “Are the females smaller?” “No, they are 
even taller and more muscular.” “Why are all in this crew men?” 
The answer was, “The work on Zons (their world) is done by women; 
they are stronger, but we are more intelligent.” 


I also learned that only the men bedeck themselves in fine raiment, 
scents and jewelry; the women wear drab clothing. To my surprise, 
cross-dressing is known but frowned upon on Zons. 


The space-vehicle was so completely automated that it had been pro- 
grammed before leaving Zons; the crew had merely to press buttons. 
As you know, an object cannot travel at the speed of light; therefore 
our journey “home” required five and a half years. A constant source of 
embarrassment to me was the shower room. Others taking showers at 
the same time were obviously male, but possessing the breasts of a 
Hollywood star. 


You probably are not interested in the enormous population of that 
planet, nor in the long life span. Women bear children for a hundred years. 
Though dressing as a member of the opposite sex is not legal, sex change 
is easy and permitted. They have a large bank of organs from persons 
who die. Hrida, my friend, said “You might be interested to know that 
there is a nearby planet inhabited by creatures of three sexes, and all 
three sexes must be present to produce progeny.” 


My stay on Zons delighted me. I nearly became engaged to a local girl 
but the thing fell through because she was a foot taller than I and there 
would be the problem of nursing any children. 


Their civilization is far more advanced than ours, being nearly a 
million years old, but as they are less intelligent; we will soon surpass 
them. 


To my surprise the male is the dominant member of the family, 
making all decisions. He does not have eyebrows nor a beard. He wears 
blue lipstick to match his blue curls. Some dye their hair red. Musicals 
and dance exhibitions are given by the men. 


The vegetation is entirely blue, but photosynthesis is no problem. As 
much as I liked life on Zons, I became homesick for Earth, so arrange- 
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ments were made for me to be dropped off by the next “Prospector” ves- 
sel. I brought back with me a short yellow dress trimmed with emeralds, 
a pair of high heeled shoes of red velvet with gold heels and a necklace 
of matched diamonds. | must tell you that in order to contorm to appear- 
ances on Zons, I had been outfitted with a pair of breasts which probably 
would cause some difficulties in the future. 


Problems awatted my return. In spite of the fact that I had been gone 
twelve years, relativistic factors of the space-time continuum had aged 
me only four years. My appearance was different. But I am now armed 
with much advanced information for science and I face the future 
unafraid. What tomorrow will bring is unknown, but I would not have 
missed my adventure on Zons for anything. My regret is that I will 
never again see the good friends, male and female, that I made on that 
wonderful world. 


MAXINE NELSON R.E. 
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A JAPANESE SISTER 


———E————— ae 


This is a little true life story about one of our Japanese sisters whom 
Virginia mentioned in TVia No. 64 (page 89 for those who have the — 
book). 


Before talking about her, I would first like to try and explain why I 
know about her and a little about the Japanese moral structure. 


I have recently been discharged from the Navy with which I did a two 
year tour of duty in Yokohama, Japan. I learned some Japanese and had 
a girl friend who would translate what J couldn’t understand. I might add 
that my GG understood my TV tendencies and was what I would consider, 
from reading Susan’s classification of wives, a B plus GG. 

The Japanese outlook on life is a very difficult one to explain to a per- 
son who has not spent some time there. This is a subject which one could 
take up most of a book trying to explain. I will try to give you an idea. 

I think the main reason for the great difference between these two 
countries, Japan and the U.S., is the fact that the U.S. is basically Christian 
while Japan is, or was, basically Buddhist. To the Japanese it is socially 
acceptable for a man and woman to live together out of wedlock. Nobody 
will criticize or condemn this. The Japanese people feel that if a person 
wants to wear the clothing of the opposite sex or even wants to make love 
to members of their own sex, it is their own business. The people will 
respect others feelings as long as the other people will respect theirs. In 
the U.S. it seems that if you are not like the other guy then you are and 
outcast or oddball and not an individual. 

The famous “sister boys,” from the Shinjuku district of Tokyo, who 
make very good looking girls, happen to be homosexuals. However, the 
only way to tell them from the GG’s (other than stripping them) is their 
voice. To my knowledge I only met two of the Sister boys once while on a 
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date with my GG. The Japanese girls have very high pitched voices while 
the men have very low voices. This story is not about the famous sister 
boys but instead about our Japanese sister named ‘‘Peter.” 


I first learned about Peter while watching television with my GG. We 
were watching a news special about one of Japan’s most popular recording 
artists and a well know actor. It was her birthday and the studio was 
giving her a birthday party. I noticed she seemed a little flat but, since 
most Japanese girls are, I said nothing. Then my girl looked at me and 
said “she is pretty isn’t she?” | agreed and the next thing | heard almost 
knocked me to the floor. “She is a boy-san.” I was filled with complete 
disbelief because it was the first time I had seen someone that was like 
me. As the show went on it showed Peter walking down the street and 
into a recording studio where she was to cut a new record. As soon as I 
heard her sing I was sure it was a He and not a real She. I asked my girl 
if she was a homosexual and she said no he just likes to wear girls clothes 
like me. This made me very happy to find out that I was not the only one 
in the world that had this feeling. I wrote Playboy magazine to find out 
more about TVism. They referred me to Chevalier Publications where | 
found out about TVia and am more than happy I did. 


I kept trying to find out as much about Peter as I could and here is as 
much as I can remember. 


Peter is 19 years old and has been dressing since he was about 10. He 
dresses and looks like a woman but never wears padded bras or tries to 
hide the fact that he is a male. He started dressing because when he was 
about 9 years old his friends told him he acted more feminine than mas- | 
culine and so he started to dress like a girl and found he liked it. He | 
started in the recording business about two or three years ago and is | 
becoming one of the most popular young stars in Japan. He has made two | 
movies to my knowledge. In one he plays a girl and the other he playsa |} 
boy. He has been on numerous TV shows and now has one of his own. I 
can say with certainty that he is a TV sister and not a sister boy. I learned 
quite a lot about him from talk shows and interview shows on TV. I have 
enclosed a picture of him which I hope can be used so 1 can show all my 
U.S. sisters what one of our Japanese sisters looks like. This picture, | 
might add, is one of the few in which he wears a dress. On all of his TV 
appearances he wears a pants suit. This is the only picture that I could 
find in which he wears a dress. 
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APRIL EVERY MONTH OF THE YEAR 


April 5-L-15 — aaa 


The first few years of my life were very much the same as any other 
little boy. I was born in the northern part of Alabama, the second child 
and the older of two boys. We had a sister who was two years older than 
I. The earliest memories that I have of the girl within was the fact that 
I have always liked to play with dolls. Adoring my sister, I was always 
playing with her. 


One summer day when I was around nine we were sitting around won- 
dering what to do. Ass it was raining cats and dogs there wasn’t much my 
brother and I could do. Then my sister suggested we play house. She 
also suggested that I be a girl like her. I didn’t think anything of it so I 
agreed. Being the only girl and living in the country my sister got lonely 
occasionally for girls to play with her. After having agreed to her plan, 
she then gave me a dress to put on. She then combed my hair in such a 
way tnat I looked something like a little girl. After this she called my 
mother in to show off her handiwork. My mother jokingly said that I 
made a very pretty little girl. I must admit that this was one swell day. I 
don’t think that my mother or sister realized but from that moment on 
I was hooked on being a girl. Several times that summer I played house 
with my sister and was always dressed as a girl, but of course underneath 
the dress I always had on boys’ underclothing. 


Also during the same summer I began to put on panties every chance 
I got. It seems that every time I was alone in the house for any length of 
time there was only one thing for me to do, and that was to get a 
pair of my sister’s panties and her slip and put them on. 


Later my sister began to become a little lady and wear bras. I remem- 
ber when she got her very first bra. 1 remember hearing her and mother 
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having a little talk as to the need of wearing a bra. I wanted so much 
for my mother to be telling this to me. I couldn’t wait until I had the 
chance to try the bra on. I was as nervous as a rabbit in a dog pen. 
When at last I had the bra fastened I had such a glorious tingle that I 
knew I would do it more often. 


During this time I was also growing as a young man. With the excep- 
tion of the girl within occasionally showing herself, 1 was very much the 
image of what young boys are supposed to be — playing football, base- 
ball, and all the other sports that were played around home. I was also 
a big fan of cowboys and Indians and spent many hours with my brother 
and cousin participating in such games. 


I began to experiment with more of my sister’s and mother’s clothing. 
Now I was putting on stockings every time I dressed. One thing though 
was wrong in my opinion with the way mother and my sister wore 
their stockings. They used garters to hold the stockings on and try as 
I might I could never get the stockings to look slick and smooth. They 
were always wrinkled. Nevertheless it thrilled me to run my hands up 
and down my leg when they were encased in a pair of nylons. 


I remember one summer day my brother and I were in our room and I 
talked him into dressing up with me. We had no more than gotten the 
panties on then our Dad came to the door. The way the door was, a per- 
son could not help but to see what was going on in parts of the room. 
As quickly as I could I put on my pants and took off for the woods close 
to the house. Dad and Mother were sitting on the porch talking when I 
came up. All they did was kid me about being a naughty boy and sort 
of laughed at me. To this day I don’t know whether or not Dad actually 
saw me in panties or not. 


By now I was definitely hooked. I couldn’t wait for my folks to 
leave so ] could put on my favorite clothes. Every now and then I would 
get a pair of panties and go off in the woods by myself and put them 
on. Surely my Mother knew that her clothes had been tampered with 
but she never said anything. Sometimes I have the feeling that she knows 
more about me than I think she does. 


56 


RANSVESTIA 


I began to grow up. I entered high school and I went out for the foot- 
ball team. In those days I weighed a whopping hundred (100) pounds. 
The only thing that endeared me to the coaches was my determination to 
play football. Heaven knows I wasn’t big enough or for that matter talen- 
ted enough. However this made a lot of friends for me and I became 
quite popular in high school. I managed to break into a couple of clubs 
that previously had been all girl clubs (the girl within showing). 


My junior year I joined the FTA (Future Teachers of America) and 
was elected vice-president my senior year. After finally realizing that 
I would never be more than a one or two minute football player in games 
that were hopelessly lost or winning by a large margin, I decided to be- 
come a cheerleader. Would you believe that I was elected head cheer- 
leader? Well, I was. 


All this time I continued to dress whenever I got a chance. Occasionally 
after everybody had gone to bed I would get some things out of their 
hiding places and put them on. It was about this time that I read about 
Christine Jorgenson. Oh how I envied her. I wanted so much to be a girl 
that I had dreams of duplicating her feat. I also remember coming across 
one of the men’s magazines with a story of Charlotte McLeod who had 
undergone the same kind of operation. I read every word over and over 
again. I used to dream that I would wake up and have beautiful breasts 
like girls do. But alas these were only dreams. 


Once while in high school one of the clubs decided to give a mock 
wedding to raise money for the club. A mock wedding, or as it is called 
around home, a womanless wedding, is where all the members of the cast 
are men and boys. Ta my surprise I was picked 'to play one of the brides- 
maids. I remember going home and telling Mother and she gave me one 
of her dresses to wear. It was a pink and white striped dress. So with 
a bra, a pair of bobby sox (remember them?) and Mother’s dress I per- 
formed my part in the play. One particular boy in the play went to 
great lengths to really look like a girl. He padded his hips, wore high 
heels, and used make up. We had quite a lot of fun. I have often won- 
dered about this boy because as I remember, he looked very much a lady 
that day. Perhaps he too was a T.V. 


After graduating from high school I got a job as an office boy with a 
lumber concern in my home town. One year later found me without a 
job. During this time I had become familiar with a man who ran a radio 
parts wholesale store through his daughter whom I dated occasionally. 
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He offered me a job with him, and began to teach me the repair busi- 
ness. Also, after high school I became interested in roller skating. 1 
joined the club and was a very active member. One night we decided 
to throw a party at the rink. The idea was greeted with enthusiasm and a 
rule was passed that girls would come as boys and boys would come as 
girls. So ! got another chance for the girl within to appear in public. 
This time I got brave and shaved my legs. I wore a blackturtleneck 
sweater and matching skirt that I slipped out of Mother’s closet. I 
received a tew cat calls but it was mostly in fun. The following year the 
club decided to do the same. This time two of the girls with whom I was 
very friendly took me under their wing on the night of the party. Before 
we went to the party I stopped by the home of one of the girls. They 
made me get dressed then went to work on my face and hair. For the 
first time in my life I felt the wonderful touch of makeup on my face 
although I had tried lipstick before. First they put down a base, next 
came the eyebrows and lashes, then powder and finally lipstick. Then 
they began to work on my hair. They began to roll my hair and to make 
little spit curls. After they had finished there I was, maybe not the best 
looking girl in the world, but certainly the best looking one that night. 


Not long after this 1 decided to join the Army as I was getting close 
to draft age. Like millions of others before me I took basic and then was 
assigned to a Division preparing to go to Germany. During this time my 
favorite pasttime was put in a closet altogether but not forgotten. On 
the two occasions that | had to go home I dressed whenever I got the 
chance. 


In the spring of 58 { was shipped to Germany. About a month after 
I arrived in Germany I met my future wife. We did quite a bit of dating 
from the first. One night she said that she would like to dress me up 
as a girl and pull a trick on someone. She dressed me up and then had 
this lady come over and see me. She told the lady that I was trying to break 
up her brother (my girl friend’s brother) and his girl friend. Well, let me 
tell you that the chewing out I got that night by this lady was worse than 
any one I ever got in the Army. The lady then started to hit me, but 
before she could do this my girl friend stopped her and told her that 
it was a joke and then revealed who I was. The lady then began laughing 
and complimented me on my looks. I must say that even though I was 
chewed out real good I enjoyed every minute of it. 


Another time that girl friend suggested I dress was during the Fasching 
Season. Fasching corresponds to the Mardi Gras in New Orleans. This 
time however, she brought in outside help. Her sister and a neighbor 
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helped fix me up. First came the bra and some padding. Next they gave 
me’a girdle to put on and a pair of stockings. After I had put on the girdle 
I then smoothed out the nylons. This gave me a feeling that I never had 
before as this was the first time I had ever had on a girdle. Then came 
the slip. Next was the dress which belonged to the neighbor. Now the 
only things missing were the wig and makeup. As wigs were not the 
fashion then.I had to do with a scarf on my head. Finally came theke- 
up. Then we proceeded to go out on the town. I was treated like a girl 
for the first time in my life. We visited a bar where my girl friend and I 
were well known and no one recognized me. The deception was so good 
that several guys danced with me without knowing who I was. The 
funny part about it all was the fact that during the day I worked with 
these same guys back at the camp. 


One day while visitng my girl friend (now my wife) she suggested 
that I dress and see what her little niece, who lived with them would say. 
After getting dressed | then reappeared and my little niece looked at me 
and when she recognized who I was she said “Uncle, no, Aunt Bill.” 
Everyone thought this was really funny. 


For awhile I didn’t,do any dressing then once again Fasching came 
around..So:once more it was suggested that I go out as a girl. Several of 
Marianne’ 'S friends pitched i in and helped make me into a pretty girl and 
away. we went. This time some one of the girls told who I was and so 
all my friends knew.. However, a couple of German men didn’t know me 
so they asked me to.dance. One of them, whom I must admit was a good 
dancer, kept calling me Sweetheart until one of the girls clued him in to 
the gag. Being a good sport he went along with it and kept up the pre- 
tense. However, the other guy had a little too much to drink and he be- 
came quite a pest and telling me that he loved me and when he tried to 
kiss me that was too much. I was infuriated and slugged him. The 
girls came to my rescue and smoothed things over by talling him that I 
was a married woman and after that he left me alone. All in all it was a 
wonderful evening. 


A few days later on Sunday we started to town to see the parade. My 
wife’s sister remembered the year before when we had gone out as four 
girls with a neighbor so that this time after some discussion it was decided 
that I would go along as a girl. So once again out came the bra, girdle, 
stockings, slip and dress. The girls proceeded to fix me up. For the 
first time I was able to wear high heels. The neighbor woman had some 
that fit so they got me to wear them. I felt ten feet high. The neighbors 


59 


Jenny - Hawaii Sybil - Mexico 


Jane 13-F-10 FPE Jody 13-A-3 FPE 


a re 


RANSVESTIA 


children went along and they were instructed to call me aunt. We arrived 
at the scene of the parade and took our places alongside the other people 
who had gathered to watch it. I noticed that one of the display windows 
in the store behind us had a ledge sticking out and thought that if I 
could stand on it I would have a better viewpoint. I mentioned it to my 
wife-to-be and she agreed. We started to get on the ledge and two young 
men about our age noticed us trying to get up there so gallantly they 
came to our assistance. They then stayed around and began to talk to 
us and tried to make dates but we told them that we were with our parents 
and could not get away. After the parade we then started our trip home. 
This being my first time to wear heels for more than a minute or two I 
had to take them off and walk a good distance of the way home sans shoes. 
Just to think that I had spent several hours dressed as a girl in broad day- 
light was like a wonderful dream to me. 


The happy day finally arrived when Marianne and I were married. 
Even though she had seen me dressed as a girl on numerous occasions 
I had never told her that I enjoyed dressing as a girl. She thought all 
along that I only did it because she wanted me to. Two months after we 
were married I rotated back to the states and was stationed in Texas. 
Marianne joined me three months later. Whenever she would go shop- 
ping and I knew that I would have a few minutes alone I would dress. 


One particular day she went walking with another German girl who 
was our neighbor. I thought they would be gone longer than they were, 
so hastily I got some of her clothes and proceeded to dress up. I had 
no more than got the dress zipped than I heard them returning. Like mad I 
started taking off clothes. My wife then knocked on the door, luckily she 
had left the key at home. As I was still undressing it took me some time 
to get the door open. When she came in she asked me why it took so 
long, and finally I told her that I had been dressed. Although she had 
suggested it several times in the past before we were married she could 
not understand why I would do it on my own. I still didn’t tell her that 
I enjoyed dressing as a girl. I think now that I should have as it would 
have saved us a lot of sorrow later on. 


Soon after this incident I was again shipped overseas. This time to 
Taiwan. Again we were apart for three months. 


After my wife arrived in Taiwan everything went smoothly for awhile. 
All the time though, I was dressing whenever I got the chance and 
occasionally she would suggest that I try on something of hers. Then 
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one night she went next door to visit a neighbor and to watch television 
with them. She had no sooner left the house than once again the old 
girl started to shout to be in the open again so to the bedroom | went. 
Once again I had no sooner got dressed than my wife came home. This 
time after much talking I told her about my desires and that I had been 
doing this for quite a few years. I wish that I could say she understood 
but I cannot. From that day until we jeft Taiwan I don’t think I was 
ever alone in the house for a long period of time. I remember one parti- 
cular day I arrived home from work and found a note telling me that she 
had gone shopping with a neighbor and for me to meet her at the PX on 
post. I thought that since I had a few free minutes I would get dréssed. 
I had no more got on a pair of panties and half slip until my wife came 
out of her hiding place and caught me red-handed. Naturally, a fuss 
followed. 


I must say however, that although she didn’t approve of my desires 

. she did make an effort to learn something about it. We bought several 

books that included the subject of transvestism in it but we never really 

learned anything about the subject. This was the first time I had heard 
of the word transvestite. 


Eventually we returned to the states and I was stationed in Georgia. On 
occasions my wife would let me dress for a few minutes but never for 
long. Then one day I came across an article by Virginia Prince in one 
of the magazines that you can buy at certain newsstands. I read the 
article and showed it to my wife who read it. I wrote a letter to Virginia 
and when I received the reply my wife hit the ceiling. However she re- 
lented and after awhile I was able to order my first TVia. I read and 
reread that book until I thought the pages would fall out. In the mean- 
time my wife had begun to buy me occasional pieces of underwear. 
Things rocked along like this for the next couple of years with my wife 
being more liberal but still not wholly approving of my sister. She would 
not let me dress at least once a week and also I began to buy some 
dresses for my sister. One day my wife said it would be okey if I would 
buy a wig. That was one of the happiest moments of my life. I'll never 
forget when the wig finally arrived, (we ordered it from Spiegels). 
At last my own wig. No more scarfs to hide my masculine hair cut. 
During this time also my wife began to take some pictures of me. At 
first they weren’t too good but they soon became a little better. 


Then I was assigned to Korea where I spent one lonely year because 
I missed my wife and also since I was living in the barracks I was unable 
to dress. However, I was able to join FPE during this year. Another of 
\ 
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my happier days came the day I received my membership card. 


When I returned to the U.S. I was able to talk to Phylis’ brother for 
about an hour in San Francisco. Then after arrival in Georgia I was 
able to meet with Ann 10-M-2 and had quite a long chat with her brother. 
Also during this talk my wife was able to ask Ann’s brother many things 
concerning FPE and TVs in general. I believe that he cleared up quite 
a few things for her. Since that time she has been more understanding, 
it seems, toward April. A while atter meeting Ann’s brother we received 
an invitation to attend a TV party in Atlanta, but due to financial 
reasons we were unable to attend. 


Ann wrote me later to introduce me to Lisa 6-M-2, who had moved 
into my area from out of state. One sunday in December my wife and | 
were lazing around the house doing nothing (after all, it was raining) 
when the door bell rang. I looked out the window and could not recog- 
nize the car. I told my wife that I would see who it was and be right 
back (we were watching television). A young man stood at the door. 
He introduced himself and asked if I was so and so. I answered that I 
was, and he said that he was Lisa and Ann wrote him about me. Let 
me explain that I had written Lisa before this and told him to write me 
or to call me and to be sure and visit me sometime. I invited him in 
and we began to chat. Later my wife came out and fixed some cokes 
for all of us and we sat around and talked for 3 or 4 hours. We agreed to 
get together sometime as Lisa and April. The next week or so I repaid 
the visit, as my brother, because I wasn’t sure how Lisa’s wife would 
react. However, she was very charming and seems to understand trans- 
vestism pretty well. 


Not long after this we girls did get together. One Friday night Lisa 
and her wife came by the house and we took pictures and gossiped 
about different things. Later my wife and I repaid the visit. Let me say 
that Lisa has one of the sweetest little boys that I have ever met. Natur- 
ally this was a hen party. On occasions Lisa and April have gotten 
together but not as much as we would like to. Several times we have 
talked about trying to organize something in our area but it seems that 
we never have the time. 


At the present I am stationed in California and have been away from 
my wife for 5 months. During this time I have been unable to let April 
express herself except through one or two letters to Virginia and Lisa. 
However, by the time this story is printed my wife and I will be together 
again and I will be stationed somewhere in Africa. . 
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Although my wife is neither an A or B wife I would rate her as a 
very strong C wife. She has really tried to understand April. Just the 
other day I received a letter from her telling me that when I get home for 
Christmas I will find a present under the tree for April. I know that 
it is rough on her because any woman wants her husband to be a man. 
Not necessarily the type as pictured in the men’s magazine, but an ordi- 
nary man. Let’s face it girls, after all, what did our wives marry us for? 
So with this in mind, the last year I have tried to become a better hus- 
band. Maybe it is paying off. One thing I do know is that I love my wife 
more and more as each day goes by. Without her love I don’t honestly 
know what I would do. I thank God that I have a good wife. 


Now, for a little about myself physically. | am 5’712” tall, weigh 160, 
have brown eyes, brown hair. I am light complexioned and have only 
a small amount of body hair. Where several of the girls have to shave 
or lighten the hair on their arms | have no problem. In fact there are 
lots of girls with more hair on their arms than on mine. My beard is 
also light in texture. If it were not for the color of my beard I would have 
no problem with it. I can go 36 hours without needing a shave. One 
problem I do have is my voice. If I speak in a normal or soft tone it has 
a little bit of bass to it. To have a higher pitched voice requires some- 
thing approaching the shouting range. This is going to require much 
training to get it to an acceptable girl voice. 


I would like to say in closing that J am glad that I learned of FPE. 
Since that day I have been able to accept myself for what I am. I no 
longer see myself as a dashing young hero or the prettiest girl on the street. 
I know now that I can never be a raving beauty but that I can make a 
possible girl out of myself. You may wonder if I ever get tired of dress- 
ing. Let me say that I had rather wear the clothes of a woman any day of 
the week as compared to men’s clothing. The tautness of nylons on 
smoothly shaved legs, the feel of a firm girdle and bra or a corset, the 
feel of a nice pretty slip on your thighs and body, hair swinging lightly 
against your neck, a pretty dress, high heel shoes and makeup are some- 
thing that makes this old heart skip a beat. I’m sure that most of you 
girls know what I mean. When I retire from the military in 7 years I 
intend to spend as much time as I possibly can in the clothes that I love 
the best. I have intentions of learning the art of hair styling and then 
setting up my own shop so that I can work as April and not as Bill. I 
have talked this over a few times with my wife but so far she’s not too 
keen on the idea but maybe in the next seven years I can succeed with 
our talks. She doesn’t mind the work portion, just the every day dressing. 
Either way though I intend to have a special deal for TVs, so that 
they may have the hair fixed without fear of exposure. 
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Thanks to Virginia, and all her co-workers and to Ann and Lisa, April 
is now out of the woods. I believe the future will see more of April than 
the past has. Let me say to you girls who are still in the dark to have 
hope and the courage of your convictions and desires and soon you too 

" may be able to come out in the light. May God rest over all of you and I 
hope we may meet someday. — APRIL 5-L-15 


NEWS AND NOTES 


Most of you will remember the movie “Some Like It Hote” in which 
Jack Lemmon and Tony Curtis spent almost the entire movie in 
dresses. It was, so | have read, the highest paying comedy of all time. 
Gender cross-overs have alwavs been good for a somewhat self con- 
scious laff so I’m not surprised. Anyway for those of you near enough to 
New York to get to it, this movie has become a play. 

Under the title of “Sugar” David Merrick is presenting it at the Ma- 
jestic Theater on 44th street. It stars Robert Morse and Tony Roberts 
in the original Lemmon and Curtis roles. According to the review in the 
New York Times, “Sugar” doesn’t make it as a musical and should, so 
the reviewer said, have been left as a movie. However he also went on to 
say that “Morse is absolutely brilliant and Tony Roberts not far behind” 
So I guess it will be a Mecca for al! FP tourists to N.Y. if it stays on the 
boards long enough. I have no idea whetker it will eventually go on tour 
to the rest of the country. 

Many of you will also have read or heard about the book “I Want 
What I want.” This is the story of a young man who doesn’t want to be 
a man and begins to live as a girl and eventually winds up with sex - 
surgery. I haven't seen the movie but the comments and reviews I’ve 
seen say it is very well and tastefully done. For me some of the inter- 
est | might have otherwise had is dulled bv the fact that the lead char- 
acter is played by ‘a female, Anne Heywood I believe is her name. With 
a female playing the unhappy boy to begin with and then bursting forth 
into her own natural femininity after the “surgery” it is a little unfair 
from my point of view. She must be less able to play the unhappy boy to 
start with since she couldn't really “feel” for his cross gender feelings. 
And then after the change I don’t really see how she could portray the 
wonder of the “New Woman” when she'd be playing a role that she’d 
been in all her life. But I imagine you’! all want to see it anyway. 


Virginia 


Mickey 32-M-1 


=_E—"— Keen TRUE STORY 


ANOTHER POSSIBILITY 


Anonymous — aa 


Most transvestites discover they like dressing in women’s clothes at an 
early age and go on seeking opportunities to enjoy the acute pleasure of 
doing so for many years afterwards. Eventually they wonder where the 
tendency comes from, some becoming almost neurotic witn their sense 
of difference from other men and with their inability to lay the “blame” 
outside themselves. The sensible ones who cannot put their finger on a 
specific cause ultimately accept themselves for what they are and come to 
sensible terms with their womanly side. 


The commonest cause, at least from what one reads, is a female rela- 
tive, a mother or an aunt, who treated the boy as a girl. Other causes 
include a strongly female environment in the pre-pubescent years and la- 
ter, the playing of female roles in boys’ schools’ drama productions, 
and physical inadequacy of the sort that excludes a boy from the rough 
and tumbe of boys’ games and sports. 


In my own case, I don’t give a damn why I enjoy occasionally acting 
as a woman. I just do, very much, and that’s all there is to it. I am glad 
I possess this extra dimension for expression of whatever I am. How- 
ever, the psychologically-oriented might have a field day with the fact 
that one of my first memories of a man being dressed as a woman was 
the sight of my own father in women’s clothes and make-up. 


It was 1928, I was five years old, and I had crept out of my bedroom 
to peep around the top of the stairs to see who was doing all the laughing 
and talking in the hallway below. It was one of those occasions with which 
our childhoods are spotted and which impress themselves vividly on 
our senses for the rest of our lives. In between these occasions our early 
years are vague, or just blank. There were five or six people there, 
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three of them apparently women, one my mother, one her younger sis- 
ter, and one I didn’t recognize. It was this last one that was receiving 
the amused attention of the others. She was wearing an evening dress, 
heavy jewelery, and her hair was done in the tight, short curls of the 
period. Suddenly, from the remarks being made, | realized that “she™ 
was my father, and | remember my heart beginning to pound as I took 
in the details of his costume — the long evening gloves. the fur stole. the 
sparkling necklace and earrings. All this cannot have taken more than 
half a minute, for they were all about to go out the front door to the 
neighboring house of my aunt, presumably for a drink. One of the last 
tragnients of conversation | overheard was a remark addressed in a gig- 
gling tone to my father: “Its cold tonight — I hope you’ve got bloomers 
on underneath!” As he went out the hem of his gown swirled to give me 
a glimpse of a fragile gilt evening slipper and white silk stocking. 
And | remember quite clearly that he walked casily and naturally in the 
shoes and clothes, an evening purse hanging from one arm, the other arm 
holding the stole to his well-upholstered bosom. 


The incident did not in any way affect my attitude to my father — if 
anything, I believe 1 thought his “disguise” to be very clever. Even so. 
knowing I might have got into trouble by revealing the tact that Fd got 
out of bed long after | should have been asleep, | said nothing to either 
of my parents about it. Next morning after my father had gone to his 
office and Mother was out shopping or visiting somewhere, | wandered 
upstairs for something from my room. On my way back I glanced into my 
parent’s bedroom and saw, hanging behind an open closet door, the dress 
my father had had on the night before. The vividness of the previous 
night’s experience flooded back to me so that, naturally curious, I went 
in to look at it. My tactile memories suggest to me that it was probably 
chiffon lace over heavy crepe; it was black with bits of gold embroidery 
about the bodice. I was strangely excited. And then. under a nearby chair. 
I saw the shoes he’d been wearing. And on and over the chair were 
the things he must have had on underneath the dress, a long satiny slip 
of some dark pastel shade embroidered over the bodice with little 
flowers, a pair of stockings (they were so heavy then that a man probably 
didn’t have to shave his legs), a stiff and complicated pink garment with 
things hanging from it and a row of hooks and eyes that I later learned 
was a corselette, and a pair of blomers that matched the slip. This last gar- 
ment intensified my excitement greatly. The elastic waist seeme@ so 
small, the embroidery above the elastic in the legs so delicate. 1 thought 
it must be wonderful to be able to wear them and all the other things. 
Lastly I saw a wig on the dressing table. 
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As the years passed, bits of information came to me until | was able to 
put this incident into a larger perspective. My father had always been keen 
on acting, and during World War I had been in a soldiers’ concert party 
(as they were called) that performed for the troops in France and England. 
He played female parts exclusively, as tar as | could make out, and was 
very good at it. When I was about twelve or so I came across an old album 
full of photographs and clippings that dealt with my father’s acting career 
from pre-war days until long after the war. The press cuttings indicated 
he was successful and popular in male as well as female roles, and the 
photographs showed what a splendid woman he made as a younger man. 
He was very slim, about 5°10” tall, and had a smooth face that made-up 
most convincingly. Many of the reviews complimented him on his 
appearance and movement, the elegance of his women’s clothing, and 
his fine singing voice. One woman fashion editor had interviewed him 
while he was changing dresses during a performance. and as well as flat- 
tering comments about the outer clothing and hats and shoes she included 
some gushing remarks about the lovely lingerie he wore. Frothy petticoats 
and frilly garters were popular at the time she was writing. Obviously, 
he was always meticulous about detail and devoted to the idea of being 
the complete woman whenever he dressed up as one. 


A later photograph showed him dressed in the outfit he had on that 
memorable night in 1928. Evidently he was playing the role of a carnival 
queen, and it was probably the night before that I had glimpsed him 
from the top of the stairs. The photograph had been taken outside, show- 
ing him in a very feminine pose, one knee pressed into the other with the 
foot behind, one hand patting the back curls of his wig, and the breeze 
creating a flutter of black dress and satin evening slip about his calves and 
ankles. The breeze also pressed his clothes against his thighs, giving 
away the position of the garters supporting his silk stockings and the 
place where the bloomers’ leg elastic encircled the forward leg a tew 
inches above the knee. I have looked at this and the other pictures a 
thousand times since '] carried my early excitements to their logical 
conclusion and began to dress up myself. 


I, no doubt like you who read this, assume that my father was a trans- 
vestite. However, I have no evidence that he dressed as a woman much, if 
at all, after he was about thirty-five. If he did, it was done discreetly. He 
did play male roles tor many more years in various dramatic productions, 
and did some directing of musical comedy. Perhaps this was for my bene- 
fit. I don’t know. Anyway, from the various things I’ve said here it 1s 
quite clear that he did enjoy being done up as a woman. One or two 
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photographs in that album indicated fairly clearly that there was a sexual 
excitement in it for him; obviously, he didn’t always wear a corset or 
girdle, and underwear of the twenties and thirties was not snug-fitting. 
I also learned that the things he was wearing for the carnival party were 
borrowed from a woman friend in the city, a tall, aristocratic woman 
who rather frightened me as a small boy. She was an old friend as he 
used to received frequent parces of clothing from her during his wartime 
entertaining days. Her name was Helen Something. 


Well, is this my cause?, Or did the earliest experiences trigger some- 
thing that was already there? Any doctoral thesis devoted to finding 
the answer to that one will go unread by at least one person. 
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Person to Person 


FPE OR CONTACT MEMBERS ONLY 
Lae 


13-W-7 FPE New member 33, travels extensively. Wishes to corres- 
pond and meet other FPs anywhere but especially 
midwest, especially the greater Chicago area. Will 
answer all letters. 


RENEE 


TV TALES NOS. 2 and 3 


These two are the last of the series of TV-TALES that we once had, 
the others are long sold out. These were reprinted once which is why 
there are still some of them on hand. They will not be reprinted again 
and there are only about 40 of each left. So if you are looking for a little 
extra FP reading or if you have been meaning to get these and have put 
it off better get with it. They are $1.50 each and when they are gone they 
will be gone. It’s kind of sad when I give warning of imminent exhaus- 
tion of an item that some few will come thru with orders after they are 
all gone and then be disappointed. It happens every time but I can do no 
more than give you fair warning which is what this is. 
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Editors Note: 


All FPs are too sadly familiar with the non-understanding, intolance 
and condemnation visited upon them by others either in actual fact or to 
be expected should they learn of the FPs activities. It is sad that nega- 
tive attitudes are so much more common and get so much more attention 
than positive ones. When a positive, loving, understanding reaction 
does appear, therefore, it is well worth sharing with you. 


FPs pass on like all other humans one way or anotner and sooner or 
later. We cannot chronicle all of them in these pages.or TVias would 
real like an obituary column, but certain special situations have been 
mentioned from time to time. Last January one of our members known 
as Alison 32-M-12 FPE passed away in New York. Alisons sister wrote 
the following letter to Conny 32-V-2 FPE who is the FPE counsellor 
in the area, it is as touching and human a document as I have ever read 
and it is reprinted here so that you can all take heart in knowing that 
love, devotion and understanding do exist in this world. How sad that 
we couldn’t all have had sisters like Alisons. I extend my personal 
thanks and appreciation to her for the feelings expressed toward her 
brother, one of our “SISTERS”, and towards the friendship and pur- 
poses of FPE. After reading it I think you’ll feel the same way. 


My Dear Conny: 


That is the way I found your name spelled among Al’s papers; | trust 
you don’t mind, if I use it. 


First, | want to thank you, and the other people in FPE, for the loving 
hand of friendship you extended to my brother Al. Forgive me for still 
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referring to him as Al, my brother. I realize you all knew him ds Alison, 
but E knew him mast of his life as mv brother.. Albie when he was a little 
boy, and Al as he grew up. His spelling of Alison, with the one “I” was 
deliberate. Our youngest sister has a daughter with that name, and it fit- 
ted in with Als tdenuty. 


1 am six years older than Al was, and so remember him from the day 
he was born. As you know, he suffered physical afflictions all his life; 
a malformation of the spine, with many complications. He spent much of 
his life in and out of hospitals. with so manv operations. the family has 
lost count. Every day, was full of pain for him, but we never heard him 
complain. There were four other children. Al was the middle one and the 
rest of us were biessed with good health. Our parents were. and sull are, 
simple, honest, hard working people, whose only concern was to raise 
their family, provide for our basic needs . . they are not highly educated 
folks; just good people. So, when Al's need for expression took the path 
it did, beginning at the age of five, they did not realize. he needed help 
and understanding. There were little incidents, that were simply passed 
over disappearances of items of his sisters’ clothing. stockings found 
under his bed . . things I’m sure you are all acquainted with. Somehow, 
even in my young mind, I linked the incidents with him, but didn’t 
probe, and assumed they were because of his physical suffering. How 
stupid of me! The years went on; we all grew up; we all, except Al. mar- 
ried and left the family home. The others lived near enough to visit 
often; my own husband, my four children and I lived in the midwest, and 
for the past ten years, overseas, in various countries. But still. I came 
home every two months or so, and my close relationship with Al contin- 
ued. | guess he and I were the closest two in the family. We had a great 
deal in common, and liked to talk, shared books and music, talked 
about the childrens’ futures, enjoyed good food. It was the closness of 
good tricnds, rather than brother and sister. He would call me long dis- 
tance sometimes. just to talk. There were times. over those vears. that I 
felt we were just skimming the surface; that he wanted to tell me some- 
things and I waited, not wanting to pry. 


Two years ago, when we buried our youngest sister's husband, Al, 
realizing that he, or any of us, could be taken also, tald me his story. 
There has never really been privacy in our parents home. and we talked 
in his car, just prior to my leaving, to return to Saudi Arabia. I wanted 
to say with him. He was so anguished. But our parents would have ques- 


JRANsvesTIA 


tioned my reasons for coming back to the house. At all costs, I had to 
protect his secrecy, as he had striven to do all his life. I was able to pick 
up a book on the subject before boarding my plane, and read all across 
the world. But I was still full of questions. I never once questioned him 
for so many years, and now, I found that there were much deeper rea- 
sons to love and admire him. I wanted to help. And so began an ex- 
change of letters between us. He had never been much for a correspon- 
dent, but now he bloomed. He could write about his feelings, F P E, 
his friends. I made many trips back to New York, where he and I met 
at my oldest son’s apartment in Long Island. My son’s working hours 
(he was a bachelor) gave Al and me, hours of being alone together. My 
son knew we were meeting at his place, but never questioned it. He 
knew how much I loved his uncle, and that our parents’ home gave no 
privacy to talk. Al was at long last, free to talk. His stories of his friend- 
ships with you all, lighted up his beautiful eyes with joy, and he brought 
me joy. He brought me literature, that I consumed. So many answers 
came my way. I realized his gentle love for all his niece and nephews, he 
thought with a woman’s depth of compassion. He asked me never to be- 
tray his trust, while he lived, and of course, I never did. 


He also gave me a commission. All his things were locked in a trunk, 
at our parents’ home, where he lived. As his physical condition wors- 
ened, he was unable to dress, or remove these things from the house. My 
mother happens to be a curious person, and would ask questions if Al 
carried a package. How he suffered all his life because of this. I offered 
to supply him with an outlet; that we could keep a locked box at my 
son’s, and Al could use Bud’s place. Bud would never question any- 
thing. But Al preferred not to implicate anyone else, and so he contin- 
ued on his frustrated way. I agonized with him. The commission was to 
open the trunk, after his death, and explain to our family. We both 
knew that my parents would never allow that box to leave unopened. 
It had been a sort of family joke for years. That Al had it full of money. 
When AI took so sick in early November, I came home. I hoped perhaps 
that Al could sign a paper, giving me possession of the trunk, unopened, 
so our family would never have to know. We talked about it, but he was 
too sick to arrange a paper, and we both felt our folks would be too hurt 
to accept Al’s giving the trunk to me. It would be sort of “cutting them 
out”. Which would be the lesser hurt? 

He sent me back to Arabia for Christmas. My four children are 
grown. The youngest, 17, and a student in Beirut, Lebanon, and a son 
attending Boston University, were coming home for the holidays, and Al 
wanted me to be with them, and my husband. I went, torn between two 
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duties. Al was finally operated on, on Jan. 3rd, with further surgery 
planned six weeks later. My God, but he was so sick. It was just too 
much. He died on Jan. 9th. I received word, and returned to the States, 
the trip an agony of whether anyone had tampered with his trunk. No 
one had, thank God. 


I arrived late the night before his funeral . . had missed the service. 
My widowed sister, who is a brick, took me over to the tuneral home, 
early the next morning, letting me alone with him. I have to admit to 
feeling joy for him. At long last, he was free from the pain and anguish 
of a lifetime. I reserve the sorrow for those of us who must live without 
him. For all the joy of him is gone forever. He was the strongest of all of 
us. He gave us all sunshine and understanding. If only we could have 
returned it during his lifetime! He sacrificed so much, to save his family 
hurt. He could have had his own apartment all those years, but he lived 
with our parents. Actually, it was his home, and he provided for them. 
As I stood there, looking at him, I wanted so much to change his clothes, 
to bury him in the silky froth he loved so much, but it couldn’t be. 
I tucked a tiny, lacy hanky in his pocket, and hoped he would forgive 
me the inadequate gesture. My sister saw me, but never asked why. She 
understood days later. 


And so we buried him, at Hastings on the Hudson, on a sunshine 
soaked, almost warm day. Most of the flowers happened to be golden 
yellow, and as we drove away, and | looked back, they reflected the 
golden sunshine that had been Al. 


As days went by, I realized the necessity of opening his trunk while 
I was there. I also realized that my father could never be told. His old 
fashioned way of lite, his advancing senility (he will be SU this summer) 
his own physical condition, could never understand and accept “Ali- 
son”. He i$ also a talker, and doesn’t realize what he says, and ! could 
take no chance that he would blab to an outsider. So we arranged for 
him to be “needed” at my sister’s, and my other sister’s husband took 
him up to Chester for the day, to putter around fixing a cabinet. My 
brother, George, and sisters Grace and Helen, arrived soon after, and 
with my mother, went to Al’s room. | had brought with me, letters 
from Al, and expected to find mine to him. in the trunk. I wanted them 
to know I had known, and that Al had trusted me, so there would be no 
question of the utter truth of our feelings. I had the key . . a trust from 
Al, and I opened the trunk. 1 knew what | would tind, although | had 
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never seen inside the trunk before. We found “Alison” . . her clothes, her 
books, letters. I told my story as I lifted each thing . . and I was crying. 
Crying because Alison's things were so pathetic, because of lack of pri- 
vacy, Al had been unable to launder, have cleaned, or maintain the 
proper condition of anything. The lovely pretty things were crumbled 
and sad, and my heart ached with compassion. My sisters and brother 
accepted completely, George, with a bit of hesitation. He couldn’t be- 
lieve Al had lived in secret, and he had never suspected, as they shared 
the same room as children. My mother has accepted, but still doesn’t 
fully understand, and never will. Now she blames herself, and wonders 
why Al never.told her. I know she never would have accepted, had she 
known,‘ and Al would have had additional problems, but I will never 
tell her so. I keep assuring her that Al protected her from knowledge, 
to save her worry. She will never tell my father. She is a strong woman; 
the real head of our family; sometimes a blessing for a woman to be this 
way, but sometimes not a blessing, as we have learned over the years. 


I loaned my brother and sisters some of the copies of Transvestia, to 
gain further knowledge and understanding. The rest of the things we 
destroyed. George phoned me at 2 a.m. the following night, to tell me he 
had read much, understood, and now had an admiration for Al beyond 
comprehension. George has had his own problems for years, with a men- 
tally sick wife, and I feel now, that Al has reached even after his death, 
to offer his help. In learning about “Alison”, George has been given 
strength to face and accept his own problems. 


And so... it ends. . the fantastic life of Al-Alison. But the memory will 
stay with me as long as I live, I try to put aside the feelings of guilt I 
have, that I didn’t know years and years ago, and helped. But thank 
God, | knew for the past two years, and was able to give Al an outlet. 
I am humble and inadaquate in the shadow of this magnificant brother, 
whom I loved so long, and so much. I will miss him. 


I will collect the copies of Transvestia, and mail them to you. I bless 
you and thank you, for your friendship with Al. 


Al had left a sealed envelope with George, and it was opened by Geo- 
rge after the trunk was opened. In it he found names and telephone 
numbers. We called many of them. They were members of FPE. George 
of course, knew about Alison by then, and was stunned by the love and 
concern expressed by all those he talked with. We are all grateful to 
each and every one of you. 
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I will be in Pearl River for another week or so, and then return to 
Saudi Arabia. My address is at the top of this letter. If you ever care to 
write me, no one will open any letter addressed to me. I plan to return 
to NY every two months or so, to see my family and children. If I can 
ever help any of you in any way, let me know. Maybe someday, you 
might even let me come to a gathering of your group, so I can thank you 
all personally. Bless you all. 


Sincerely .. . Flora 


Dear Virginia: 


Recently I had the occasion to discuss my FP practice with a busi- 
ness colleague. As my brother, I have a rather responsible position and 
for various reasons, the existence of my sister has become known not only 
to people in my business but our competitors and some customers as 
well. This is a rather trying situation because the competition is of a “no 
holds barred” nature and personal feelings on all sides are intense. I 
asked my associate, the national sales manager, what the general feel- 
ing of the salesmen was. He, being about 75 pounds overweight, replied, 
“The guys figure that what you do with your own time is your own 
business. I’m a food freak — it’s just that my problem shows more than 
yours.” I probed further, indicating that I wondered if people thought 
of me as a homosexual drag queen. He answered, “Oh, no. Not any- 
more — you hear about these things all the time on television.” “You 
mean Virginia Prince?” I asked. “Right!” He said. 


You can imagine how reassuring this dialogue was to me. If public 
information were in the state it was just ten years ago, a situation such 
as mine could have been disasterous to my business. It is immensely 
gratifying to have your missionary work in the media going onward. 
In my situation alone, there has been a direct benefit not just to me, but 
to our some 60 employees and their families and, less directly but really, 
to an entire industry. Keep it up! 


Warmest personal regards, 
Jeanne 13-W-6 
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Mitzi 13-C-3 
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THE 
MASCULINE/FEMININE GAME 


As most of you know from past editorials I’m into the Womens Lib 
thing. In the course of my reading on the subject I have learned much 
more about what being a woman really is in our society. than was en- 
compassed in Charles’ masculine view of women. Being ‘anywhere is 
much more enlightening and educational than reading about it or looking 
at pictures. So naturally being in the womans world has given me a lot 
of new perspectives. Many of these have little bearing on FPs. But on the 
other hand some of them are of profound importance. 


The other day I came across a new paper back titled, “Masculine/ 
Feminine — Readings in Sexual Mythology and the Liberation of Women” 
by Betty and Theodore Rozack. — Harper Colophon Books New York 
1969. While 1 recommend the whole book to you all, | am going to borrow 
a few lines from the preface to this book to share with you. 


At this point and before you read further organize your mind out of the 
usual femme-oriented frame within which you generally read TVia. Get 
back into your brothers mind and then try to be objective about the man- 
woman relationships in this world. Read the following carefully, savor 
each sentence and read it slowly. When you have finished this quotation 
go back and read it again because you will not have gotten all the sig- 
nificance the first time through. Reflect on it afterward and measure its 
meanings up against your own life, indoctrinations, attitudes and activi- 
ties. Go a step further and see it through the eyes of your men friends. 
Then switch over and read it as a woman, see it through the eyes of your 
wife or girl friend as well as your own femmeself. Personally I have 
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never found anything that packed so much significance in so few lines. 
I think it’s great — Here it is. — 


He is playing masculine because she is playing feminine. She is play- 
ing feminine because he is playing masculine. 

He is playing the kind of man that she thinks the kind of woman she is 
playing ought to admire. She is playing the kind of woman that he thinks 
the kind of man he is playing ought to desire. 


If he were not playing masculine, he might well be more feminine 
than she is — except when she is playing very feminine. If she were not 
playing feminine, she might very well be more masculine than he is — 
except when he is playing very masculine. 


So he plays harder, and she plays . . . softer. 


He wants to make sure that she could never be more masculine than 
he is. She wants to make sure that he could never be more feminine than 
she is. He therefore seeks to destroy the feminineity in himself. She there- 
fore seeks to destroy the masculinity in herself. 


She’ is supposed to admire him for the masculinity in him that she fears 
in herself. He is supposed to desire her for the feminity in her that he des- 
pises in himself. 


He desires her for her femininity which is HIS femininity, but which 
he can ever lay claim to. She admires him for his masculinity which is 
HER masculinity, but which she can never lay claim to, Since he may 
only love his own femininity in her, he envies her femininity. Since she 
may only love her own masculinity in him she envies his masculinity. 


The envy poisons their love. 


He, coveting her unattainable femininity, decides to punish her. She, 
coveting his unattainable masculinity, decides to punish him. He deni- 
grates her femininity — which he is supposed to desire and which he really 
envies — and becomes more aggressivly masculine. She feigns disgust at 
his masculinity — which she is supposed to admire and which she really 
envies —- and become more fastidiously feminine. He is becoming less 
and less what he wants to be. She is becoming less and less what she wants 
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to be. But now he is more manly than ever, and she is more womanly 
than ever. 


Her femininity, growing more dependently supine, becomes contempt- 
ible. His masculinity, growing more oppressively dominant, becomes 
intolerable. At last she loathes what she has helped his masculinity to 
become. At last he loathes what he has helped her femininity to become. 


So far it has all been very symmetrical. But we have left one thing out. 
The world belongs to what his masculinity has become. 


The reward for what her femininity has become is only the security 
which his power can bestow on her. If he were to yield to what her femi- 
ninity has become, he would be yielding to contemptible incompetance. 
If she were to acquire what his masculinity has become, she would par- 
ticipate in intolerable coerciveness. 


She is stifling under the triviality of her femininity. The world is 
groaning beneath the terrors of his masculinity. 


He is playing masculine. She is playing feminine. 
How do we call off the game?” 


* OR OK 


Like I said previously, I think that is a marvelous piece of writing. 
Maybe it will only strike those of you with some psychological aware- 
ness in the same way. Maybe others of you will just think it was a waste 
of valuable space in the magazine. For those latter I am truly sorry — not 
for the wasted space on these pages but for the wasted space in their 
heads — but they will already be too far gone to do much for so I'll not 
waste further time on them. 


Even the most enlightened of you may question why I undertake an 
FP editorial around this statement even if it is profound. My reason 
for doing so is that it seems to me that these words pretty clearly describe 
the reasons why all of us are FPs. True the authors never mentioned the 
word, may not even know that we exist, but they have described our 
cause neverthe less. I expect I'd better make clear that “cause” is divis- 
ible into possiblity factors and precipitating factors. 
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What is the ‘‘cause”’ of cabbage or of alfalfa standing in the field? 
Some will say, “why the seed of course — if the farmer hadn’t sown the 
seed there would be no plants!” And of course that statement is true 
as far as it goes. But suppose he had gone thru the same sowing operation 
on a sandy desert or a deserted airport runway paved with cement? Ob- 
viously no growth. So the farmers field had the potential, the possi- 
bility of supporting plant growth by virtue of its nutrients, moisture, 
texture, etc. Just as naturally as seeds on cement don’t produce a crop, 
so the best agricultural land in the world produces no crops without 
seed, so which is the “cause”? Obviously both. 


What has all this to do with the above quotation and Femmiphilia? 
Just this. Events in our own individual past have provided the trig- 
gering mechanism, the precipitating factors in our development — the girls 
part in the play, the masquerade party, the punishment in a dress or 
just plain curiosity about our sisters panties or our mothers slip. The 
items and situations vary but they all serve to sow the seed. But as shown 
above seeds on cement don’t grow. So the seeds of those experiences 
have to be sown into a fertile, ready and waiting field for them to sprout. 
And that is exactly what happened to all of us. 


The nature of that fertile field is what has been so beautifully described 
by the authors of the opening quotation. They described your Mom and 
Dad, your older brothers and sisters, your neighbors, relatives and 
friends — in short society. It is the all encompassing and pervasive nature 
of the MASCULINE-FEMININE GAME that plows the field, ferti- 
lizes and waters it and gets it ready for the little seeds of events in our 
lives that lead to our cross-dressing interrests. 


Go back to a couple of specific lines in the quotation, “If he were not 
playing masculine he might well be more feminine than she is,” and “He 
desires her for her femininity which is his femininity but which he can 
never lay claim to.” And further on, “he envies her her femininity — ” and 
“He, coveting her unattainable femininity —” etc. It is precisely because 
the world around us — the society in which we grew up is permeated with 
this whole masculine-feminine pattern — the pink blanket-blue blanket 
syndrome I cali it —— that we found ourselves so impressed, stimulated, 
fascinated, amazed, excited — pick your own best word — when we put on 
something feminine for the first time. Because we did find our own femin- 
inity and we found it in ourselves and it was good. We did not have to 
wait till we were old enough to date to find it in our girl friends. Of course 
we did because we were by then thoroughly enmeshed in the whole 
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social pattern so aptly described in the quotation. But my point is that 
we had already found it in some degree in ourselves. We unknowingly 
recognized that femininity-as we saw it around us as kids — was part of 
us too. We were subconsiously prepared for its “discovery” that first 
time in panties or girdle or heels or whatever we started with. It isn’t 
that clothing really has any virtue in itself in spite of all the raptures FPs 
go into about “soft cool silk” (who wears silk today), or the “froth of lace 
at the hem,” etc. It is what it represents. It is part of the “uniform” if 
you will of those persons who are entitled to express femininity and the 
only way we can feel even moderately comfortable with our own femi- 
ninity is to wear some part of that uniform. Then we discover that, 
“when in Rome, you (can) do as the Romans do,” to slightly alter the 
old saying. 


The quotation further applies to us as we grow up because we begin 
to play the game in exactly the same way only sometimes with even 
greater gusto because we guiltily realize that we have “met the girl with- 
in” and knowing that this wasn’t according to the rules of the game we 
have a guilty secret that must be kept from others at all costs, and we 
seek to prove” that there isn’t anything feminine about us — “‘He wants 
to make sure that she could never be more masculine than he”... so... 
“He therefore seeks to destroy the fmininity in himself” (purges and 
denial). ‘“‘He denigrates her femininity which he really envies — and be- 
comes more aggressively masculine.” Did you do that? I did. Charles be- 
came a pretty aggressive and feisty little guy. I say “little” because when 
1 was in high school | was shorter than many of my peers and more bash- 
ful too and compensation in the form of athletics, wit, argument, reason, 
and aggressiveness took place. | must admit that they have stood me in 
good stead, but I wonder what kind of a different person I (or you) might 
have been if the society into which I was born had been playing a differ- 
ent kind of game or the same game with different rules. 


All this is a way of saying what I’ve said before in other ways, that 
FPia is not, hereditary, not biological (except possibly in very special 
conditions such as chromosomal or hormonal irregularities which account 
for only a vinishingly small number of FPs) and, in short, not consti- 
tutional except in the sense that some of us are apparently born with 
a potential for greater perceptiveness and sensitivity. I suspect that 
the thing that makes a cross-dressing experience of some kind turn one 
boy into an FP and leaves another untouched, depends on these fac- 
tors. The potential FP perceived more significance in the experience of 
putting on the dress or whatever, and was more sensitive to the meaning 
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of the experience. “It got to him.” as the saying goes, while to the less 
perceptive and sensitive boy the occasion was just that — an occasion— 
on which he did something different for whatever reason, lived thru it 
and went on to other things without ever perceiving any significance. 


Other than this vague and general biological base | regard cross dress- 
ing as a purely environmentally induced pattern and the significant 
thing in the environment is what forms the gist of the quotation 
given. Everybody is playing this game of denial and repression of half 
of him or herself. We knew that we were supposed to accept this state 
of affairs without question because, thats “just the way it is”. But we 
cheated a little. We didn’t want or weren't able to deny all of the femi- 
ninity that was within us (once we found out it was there). We put ona 
good front, but we knew, yes, we knew! that there was more to our total 
selves than the rules permitted us to show. So we nutured the “girl 
within” over the years, letting her ‘“‘out” as, when and to what degree was 
possible, meanwhile playing the boy-girl, masculine/feminine “game” 
pretty much like everyone else. 

When the “hes” can be persuaded that it is not necessary to “play 
masculine” any more and when the “shes” learn to stop “playing femi- 
nine,” the “game” will be called off and we can all regain possession 
of our complete selves. 


Many of you who are disdainful of “womens liberation”, a male chau- 
vinist attitude that is by no means unknown among FPs, might reflect 
on the fact that what womens lib is seeking when you get right down to it 
is a calling off of the Game. They are saying, “we are tired of “playing 
feminine” and we wish you men would not only recognize that in us but 
have the wisdom to conclude that “playing masculine” is a self denying 
activity too and that we are both losers. Women are working harder to 
“call off the Game” than men are several times over. Men arc so essen- 
tially insecure that they can’t visualize how they could operate if there 


wasn't somebody to lord it over, to be better than. It has been the form of 
human organization since time immemorial and it had survival valuc 
for a long time. I doubt if human kind would be where it is today, in the 
good sense and I’m certain it wouldn’t be in the mess it’s in, in the bad 
sense, had it not been for the polarity of the sexes in the sense of gender. 
But while this dominant-submissive situation had its value in the past it 
does not have any anymore and it is time that we alf grew up into com- 
plete people and stopped playing the childish game of MASCULINE/ 
FEMININE. 


Marylynn 50-M-1 FPE 
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FP MOMENTS IN ADVERTISING 


You U Love Being a 
Woman Becmise o lean 


It’s a WOMAN’S world 
PREPARE NOW! 


MEN 
OVERWEIGHT? | 
SHAPE-UP THE 
FUN WAY! 


Men's Night 
at The Glamour . 


Friday Evening 
‘Til 9 p.m. 


International Wig Stylist 
will assist you in your 
choice 


WIGS WIGLETS FALLS 
* FREE GIFT WRAPPING 


Glamour Beauty & 
Wig Salon 


501 E. Pershing 632-1389 
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Put yourself in this 100% pure worsted wool tunic 
trimmed in silver metallic Mylar’. Softly shimmering, softly you. About $32. 
The matching tuxedo pants in same material, about $25. Match the 
holiday mood—match your mood, too. Wear ’em, they’re for you. 


For Men 


t 


They’re worn by women, of course. But 
they’re really made for men. 

Men who are sensitive to the beat of 
youthful legs. Who are turned-off by tired 
legs. Legmen. They're a special breed. 

So are our pantyhose. Roman Stripe 
pantyhose. From Alba-Waldensian. Sheer 
support and stretch pantyhose. In many 
mood-flattering fashion colors. 

Wear Roman Stripe pantyhose. Leg- 
men will notice. And they’ll appreciate 


your thoughtfulness. ‘ROMAN, 


OTRIPE 


Available at these and other fine stores: Lord & 
Taylor, New York; Hutzler's, Baltimore; Carson, 
Pirie, Scott & Co., Chicago; Nordstrom-Best, Seattle. 
A product of Alha-Waidensian. Inc... 350 Fifth Ave.. 


This amer petite Ke - Ae Pe Tine ye aianor fall collect. t,o, aad at $b. 


Clothes make the man. 


744 N. Michigan Avenue [1 4800 N. Harlem Avenue 
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OBSERVATIONS 


Imagine it — 13 years of publication! Every time we start a new volume 
I tind myself surprised that TVia is still here. Maybe it would be more 
correct to say I’m surprised to find myself still here. Not that | expect to 
die any day, on the contrary | am planning on living to be a 100 IF the 
civilized world survives that long. This will require another 41 years 
and I’m even less sure about western civilization than I am about me. 

No it isn’t my life that surprises me it’s that 1 still keep plugging away 
at this FP thing. It’s rewarding, yes. There are a lot of you out there 
reading these lines who appreciate my efforts and some of you have been 
kind enough to write and tell me so. | know myself that my efforts have 
helped a lot of people to find, understand and accept themselves and not 
a few wives to come to terms with it too. However there are many 
others who used to read these pages who don’t anymore. They evi- 
dently either didn’t like what they found or felt they had extracted all 
the value they could from TVia and ceased supporting it. Some objected 
to the lack of material of various types in it — but never bothered to con- 
tribute anything to improve the content. 

Then there are others who enjoy taking pot shots at me from the 
security of the pages of other publications in which cross dressers of one 
kind or another can have their various say. I have been sarcastically 
termed “Glorious Leader”, ‘Fearless Leader”, etc. and recently my 
point of view was referred to as the “Gospel According to St. Prince.” 
! was the helpless recipient of jibe atter jibe by the editors and readers 
of a now defunct magazine called Turnabout which professed to be a 
very high toned, intellecutal publication. It lasted just 7 issues and left 
people all over this country and Europe high and dry with having paid 
money without getting anything for it. Perhaps a little less attacking atti- 
tude and more helpful and personal feeling toward FPs in general and 
maybe even me in particular might have given it a longer life. 

There are today several other publications in print which also delight 
in taking both editorial and reader-written jibes at me, at FPE and at 
TRANSVESTIA. I wonder how long they will last? A magazine can 
only exist for two reasons, love or money. Since a small one certainly 
cannot be much of a money maker, it resolves itself into being an activity 
motivated by love and concern. Maybe that’s why TVia and J are still 
here after 13 years while others have come and gone and still others 
while not yet gone are constantly struggling to survive. 1 am not trying 
to glorify myself or wear a halo but / know the amount of effort and 
extra-curricular efforts | have put in in the last 13 years and i feel that 
my readers do too which is why we are still here. I always did say 13 was 
a lucky number. Virginia 
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EDITORIAL EMANATIONS 


I. ADVERTISERS: If any of you living in the larger cities have found 
some store or service that is useful for FPs and in which the proprietor 
is sympathetic and helpful why don’t you speak to them about putting 
an ad in TVia. The rates are $50 per full page, $25 per half page and $5 
per quarter page, per each issue. You would be doing them, and me and 
other FPs in the area, a favor. 


Ii. FEMME GLASSES. Regal Opticians here in L.A. who advertise 
in most issues of TVia are ready, willing and able to help out any FP 
who wants to improve her appearance by acquiring an attractive pair of 
women’s glasses. You don’t even need to visit them in person but Elliot 
Boston will be glad to help you if you do. You can also get them by mail 
by providing the data on your prescription and information on the type 
of frame you'd like. They have many kinds and can describe them to you 
or even more convenient if you would send a picture which shows the 
kind you like or even get a style number and brand from some local 
optician on any excuse and send that. A lot of our girls from all over the 
country have benefited from Elliot’s interest and care, so why don’t you 
give them a whirl? 


lil. PRICE LIST AND ORDERING: If you will check the price list 
in this and subsequent issues of TVia you will be able to determine pretty 
well what we have available. Although we can’t change the printing 
plates for every issue they are kept up to date pretty well. This issue 
carries a new price list. You will note that several of the items we used to 
carry are no longer available such as the stories “TV for Victory,” “All 
in the Family,” “‘Double Switch” and “Reverse Sex.” They are all sold 
out so don’t order them. The list of back issues available has also been 
brought up to date. More issues are disappearing all the time, so check 
the list before ordering to save disappointment for you and trouble for 
us in telling you we haven't got them. 


IV. RENTALS: May I remind you again that those issues which are 
no longer available for purchase are available for reading on a rental 
basis. Send $6 for the issue you need, $4 of it will be returned to you in 
cash or credit when that issue is returned to us in good condition. This 
way you can read all of the old issues from No. | if you want at $2 a head. 
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V. CLIPSHEETS: Clipsheet No. 36 is now available for those of you 
who like clippings about events in the cross dressing world. However, 
the back issue deal of 6 issues for $3 on the Clipsheet is no longer in torce 
for the simple reason that we no longer have any back issues to speak of. 
36, 35, 31, 30 and 26 are all that we have in stock and 36 ts the current 
issue. | will extend the deal to 3 for $1.50, however. if you want No.s 26, 
30 and 31. 


Vi. REPRINTS: Fated for Femininity and Male Acress are again 
available for those who had ordered them and been informed they were 
not available. If you now want them please send in tor them. Martin to 
Marian in all three booklets is also again available. Double Switch, how- 
ever, will not be reprinted. 


VI. NFW PUBLICATIONS: You will notice tn the price Hist tollow- 
ing this that there are several new novels and novelettes listed. It is neces- 
sary to do this now in order to get them into the price list when it is being 
revised. New plates and type setuing cant be dune with each issue. But 
these stories are in hand, typed and ready to go and they will be fed to the 
printer as soon us the reprinting he is doing and the printing of this issue 
are out of the way. Naturally they will not be printed all at once and | 
don’t just know which ones will be done first. But vou will probably want 
them all in due course anyway so it probably doesn’t make any difference 
what order they appear in. So why not just send in the $3, $4 or $5 called 
tor for novelettes, (30-40 pages), short novels (60-80 pages) or long 
novels (80-1 1U pages). We wall enter you on the wait list accordingly and 
the first one that appears in your category will be sent to you. 


As I have said before | do not want to have to constantly reprint items 
and at the same time I don’t want to make long runs which stay on the 
shelves a long time and tie up a lot of capital, So I will only print 400 
copies of each. There are a lot more cards than that in our files so thev 
won't go around. If you want a copy send in and wait. I’ve never taken 
money under false pretences yet, so you will get it in due course, it’s just 
that | cannot at this point say when that will be ton any parucular one. 
I'll print as | accumulate the money to do it with. So that’s how it is — 
First Comeé First Served — don’t be left out. 


VIIL. REPURCHASE OF OLD ISSUES: I repeat our standing offer 
to repurchase from anyone who wants to sell them either for cash or 
credit any issues which are shown in the back issue listing on page 94 
as being sold out. They are worth $2 to you so send them in, don’t throw 
them away. And those of you waiting to purchase old ones, write in your 
wants. 
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PRICE LIST 

“TRANSVESTIA” .. . A magazine written by, for and about men 
with a “Feeling for the Feminine.” Published six times a year. 

Per ‘Copy, Issues 6 and after. 0 os a ee ee $5 
Per Copy, Issues 60 and before... .. 2.2.2.2... 22 eee eee $4 
Annual Subscription! 2s 7.0... Cee ee ee eee $30 
“CLIPSHEET” . . . News of transvestism and impersonation around 
the world. Clippings sent in by readers reproduced for scrap books. 
SIngleTen pies... .csc50 na a0). ce eee. BE, Re ae $1.50 
Foulcopie sain) advanceis .. aac ey.. kare ee eee eo ee $5 


SEPARATE BOOKS 


“THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE” . . .A discussion from 
both points of view. Includes many letters from understanding 
wives. Written simply, fairly and directly to help wives, parents, 
others to understand. $4.50 


“HOW TO BE A WOMAN THOUGH MALE”... A complete guide 
for the cross dresser. Everything you need to know about body altera- 
tion, clothing, jewelry, wigs, feminine attitudes, behaviour patterns, 
public conduct, legal aspects and change of status. $7.00 


“FATED FOR FEMININITY” . . . Fascinating story of a high 
school boy who wanted to be a cheer leader but ended up as 
school Beauty Queen, most popular girl and eventually bride of 
another pretty girl. IHus. $5 


“Il AM A MALE ACTRESS” . . . Reporter impersonates a star, 
makes a hit, gets contract, becomes actress, marries female star, 
they live as sisters. Illus. $5 


“TALES FROM PINK MIRROR” .. . This book was not 
published by Chevalier but is available to readers. It is a long story, 
profusely illustrated about a boy’s conversion to a girl in a special 
school. Illus. $4 


“THE BIRTH OF BARBARA” . . . Paul and Amy’s marriage 
was falling apart till they decided to switch roles. Paul event- 
ually becomes Barbara, finds he likes the role, the housekeeping, 
the clothes. They live happily as sisters with Amy earning the 
living and Barbara the housewife. Illus. $5 
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“THE TURNABOUT PARTY” .. . A _ neighborhood turnabout 
party with a valuable prize leads George’s wife to decide they 
MUST win. She converts George to Sally and they do and find 
a lot of new FP friends too. Illus. $5 


“IF YOU CAN’T LICK ’EM, JOIN ’EM” .. . A high school 
boy finds himself outclassed by a girl, wears her clothes as a 
penalty, required to maintain role by sisters, joins a sorority. 
Accepted by his family he gets job, meets girl, falls in love, re- 
veals all, they become engaged. In two parts. 


Part I “DOWN TO DEFEAT” Illus. $4 
Part II “MARILYN MAKES IT” Illus. $4 
“SCHOOLGIRL IN THE SECRET SERVICE” . . . Two young 


boy cousins become girls, attend girl’s school to work with British 
Secret Service, which leads to many adventures as girls. Illus. $4 


“HIS AND HERS EQUALS THEIRS” . . . Steven gets fed 
up with his wife’s borrowing his things, decides to show her how 
it is and borrows hers. Neither will give up and things progress 
until Steven becomes Stephanie . . . and stays that way. $3 


MARTIN TO MARION — A novel in Three Parts 


MARTIN DISCOVERS MARION — PARTI ............-. $3 
MARION GOES TO NEW YORK — PART II...........-. $3 
MARTIN BECOMES MARION — PART IIE............-. oe 
“CARNIVAL” ... A long novel about a boy brought up as a girl 
and her life in a carnival. Illus. $3 


SPECIAL REDUCED RATES ON BACK ISSUES OF TRANSVESTIA 


The following back issues are still available: 14, 15, 18-22 incl., 33, 
34, 38, 48, 49, 51, 52, 53, 58, 61 and all following. However some of 
these are in limited quantities and will soon be exhausted, order now 
while they are in stock. Every issue is new and interesting until you have 
read it. Many wonderful stories, articles and pictures have appeared in 
earlier issues. Don’t overlook them waiting for newer issues. Due to the 
change of price from $4 to $5 starting with No. 61, the back issue 
special «price applies ONLY TO ISSUES NO. 60 AND BEFORE. 
Reaucedstate, OliSsues tor ot Pe Pee oer, cee tee th enten cones $20 

Those issues no longer available to purchase may be rented to read 
and retun. Send $6 per issue, $4 will be returned or credited to you 
upon return of the rented copy. This way you can read everything from 
No. 1. 
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MERCHANDISE 


Item 1. SPECIAL BRA WITH INSERTS: Nice cotton bras with 
elastic straps having a special pocket in each cup which holds a 
polyvinyl insert. Although intended to be inflated with air, the 
inserts can be filled with a special jelly to provide softness and 
weight. Available in white only in sizes 36B and 38B only. For 
larger sizes, bras can be lengthened with special extenders avail- 
able in most notions departments and 5 & 10 stores. Inserts can 
be removed and used in other bras. 

BRA and INSERTS $6 


Item 2. JELLY KIT» FOR SPECIAL BRA: Consists of two 
chemicals—one liquid the other a powder. When the powder has 
been soaked in water overnight and injected into the inserts, 
followed by the liquid and enough water to fill them properly, 
a soft, non-flowing jelly results. This may be colored to skin tones 
with liquid makeup. The jelly filled inserts give the breasts a 
natural softness and weight. Wom in an elastic strap bra they 
bounce and flow as one walks just like a natural breast. Full 
instructions provided including suggestions for producing 
“cleavage”. “Jelly Kit — $5 


Item 3. REGULAR INSERTS ALONE: For those requiring 
special bra sizes or who wish to wear inserts in bras of their own 
the inserts can be obtained separately. 

INSERTS PER PAIR $4 


Item 4.'MASTECTOMY INSERTS: For those desiring a larger 
bust it is possible to obtain the type of inserts intended for breast 
replacement after a mastectomy operation. These are larger than 
the regular type and have an extended part that fits under the arm 
where the lymph glands have been removed by surgery. This 
provides fullness in this area that no ordinary falsies of any type 
can give thus being more natural on a larger figure. 

INSERTS PER PAIR $4 


Item 5. “PRETTI PANTIES”: If you like wearing feminine 
things under pants these are a “must”. Nylon, lace trimmed, and 
with ribbons threaded through lace and bows. AND they have a 
fly front opening. Comfortable, pretty and practical. Sizes large 
and medium. Manufacturer varies colors. 

EACH $5 
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NOTE: Items 6, 7, 8 and 9 are cut out of urethane foam plastic. 
They are supplied to you as “blanks”. That is, they are cut to 
size and shape but are left in a rough finished state to be trimmed 
to final smoothness and shape by the use. This may be done with 
any sharp scissors. To supply the items in finished smooth con- 
dition would require much more time and consequently a much 
higher price and they might still not exactly fit the needs of the 
purchasers. 


Item 6. “PHANTOM PHANNY” Two, separate, shield-shaped 
plastic foam pads, beveled and made concave to fit and cover the 
buttocks cheeks. Worn under a girdle they will enhance one’s 
derriere to more feminine proportions. They are washable, 
comfortable and undetectable. One size only. 

PER PAIR $5 


Item 7. HIP PADS: Two rather oval shaped pads of foam plastic 
cut into approximately the right shape and with edges beveled. 
Since the exact shape and size desired will vary they are intention- 
ally left in a rough finished condition to be further shaped, 
trimmed and smoothed to the desired contour by the wearer. 
Easily cut with scissors. When worm under a girdle they add about 
an inch of “hip” on each side. These are “wrap-around” pads, 
not just a narrow piece of foam worn over the hip. Under a girdle 
with the front pad (which they are designed to match with) they 
give an entirely feminine and smooth pelvic outline. 

PER PAIR $5 


Item 8. FRONT PAD WITH GROOVE: A “T”-shaped foam 
pad pre-shaped and beveled and with a groove and pocket in front 
to hold the male organs. Rough finished to allow for further 
trimming to individually desired shape and smoothness. Use of 
this pad will give the ‘“‘flat-front” look so much desired without 
binding and discomfort. There is a “tail piece” that fits back 
between the legs and fills this area when wom under a pantie and 
girdle or a pantie girdle. If it is not wanted it can be cut off. 

PAD, EACH $4 
Item 9. A small front pad designed to cover the male organs 
when they are worn tucked between the legs. Intended to be 
worn under bathing suits, shorts, tight slacks. Gives smooth 
rounded feminine contour. PAD, EACH $3 


CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
BOX 36091, LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 90036 
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Publication Policy 


TRANSVESTIA is composed primarily of material submitted by its 
readers. Fiction, articles, histories, true experiences, letters, poems, 
pictures — all are welcome. The greater the variety of material the more 
interesting the magazine will be. Material is solicited for publication 
on the following basis: 

1. All printed material of one page or more will be paid for at the rate 
of $1 per page with the exception of pictures. The Editor must reserve 
the right to cut or edit submitted material for suitability and payment 
will therefore be made on the basis of the final printed page. No pay- 
ment will be made for material less than 2/3 of a page which will count 
as one page. Payment will be made after material appears in print. 
Manuscripts will not be bought in advance. 

2. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and 
stamped envelope provided. 

3. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore not be 
submitted. The Editor reserves the right to be the sole judge of suitability 
and to edit, alter, delete or refuse material when it is deemed to be in the 
best interest of the magazine. 


PERSON TO PERSON ADS AND REPLIES 


To protect the magazine and its subscribers from the careless, 
thoughtless or foolish acts of a few it is necessary to limit correspond- 
ence service to those who have been on the subscription list for at least 
5 issues and who have been screened. If you wish to use this service ask 
for the personal information form: Return it with the $5 registration 
fee. This will entitle the applicant to use the service, and a code number 
will be assigned upon acceptance. The $5 fee becomes advance pay- 
ment for ads ($2) or answers ($2) or answers ($1) at regular rates. 


PHI PI EPSILON (FPE) is our social organization. Application for 
membership may be made after having been on Chevalier’s subscrip- 
tion lists for 5 or more issues and having read them. (Back issues count 
as part of the 5). This will enable the reader to ascertain the kind of 
people for which the magazine is published and to decide whether he 
is also one of that kind. Acceptance into FPE is dependent upon 
approval of an application form, payment of dues and by a personal 
interview with the area councillor (when possible). Members of FPE 
may use the Person to Person service by simply paying the regular fees. 


Ads for GOODS AND SERVICES also accepted where appropriate. 
Ask for rates. 
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